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r may not be superfluous to premise that iht pre- 
ot Volume is not a mere reprint of an AmerioMi 
^ork, but a Selection from the Poetical Writiofs 
' seToral Authors who have won distinetion la 
leir own country, though hitherto little known 
i Europe. 

The Poem of " Ontwa'* was originally poblisli- 
l in a separate form. The Author, who does 
>t avow himself, is evidently an admirer of our 
untryman. Sir Walter Scott, whose style he haa 
Dsely imitated. In itself an interesting tale, it 
rendered more so, by the valuable information 
ntained in the Notes which are appended. 
The ** Poems of Jamss Godwiv BaooKs, Esq.*' 
tve never before appeared in a collected shape.^- 
hey were published from time to time in the 
merican Journals, and through that fugitive mo- 
urn obtained a popularity as extensive as well 
erited. By the kindness of the Author, they 
ere communicated to the Editor of this Work by 
mutual friend. Mr. BaooKs is a young gentle* 
an of great promise, was educated for the Bar, 
id lately conducted a popular Literary periodical 
New- York, entitled " The Athenasum." He 
now one of the Editors of the New- York 
3Ioruing Courier," a daily Paper. 



4 INTRODUCTION. 

Jam£s G. Percival holds a high place ai 
the Poets of America. His writings Are no 
together unknown in this country, thougl 
Poems embraced in the present Selection ai 
most entirely so. They are chiefly taken 
two volumes published by him at different pei 
Mr. Perciyal is now, or was lately, the £ 
of a Literary Gazette, published In Boston or 
laddphia. 

The " Poems of the late Henrt Dend 
were communicated in manuscript to the £< 
by a friend of ihe deceased, who accompanied ' 
wHfa a Biographical Sketch, to which we red 
further particulars regarding this talented y 
■um, who was prematurely cut off in the blo< 
youth and mental vigour. 
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9 parte ainsi au bruit de I'onde, eC au milieu da toute la 
ide.**^- ChateauMand. 
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: following brief extracts contain almoftt ihe 
storical traces of that tribe of Indians, whose 
>phe suggested the prlndpal incidents of 

ut tbU time (1653) the Iroquois to eflktoally exter- 
a nation called the Eries, that no traces of them 
uun ; nor could k be known that they ever had ex- 
ere H not for the great lake, on the borders of wfakh 
re rituated, and which, for that reason, still bears 
me. The Iroquou, at thebq^inning of theNrar, were 
; but they pursued it with sudi unrelenting fury, as 
, tbe cutartrophe we have mentioned.**— Wynne's Oe. 
istory of the British Empire in America, V. I. {kSM. 
Alt a pen pres dans ce tems (1655) que le Iroquois 
ent de detruire la nation des Eries, ou du Chat Lea 
leemeiits de cette guerre ne leur avoient pas ere fa. 
e J mais ils ne rebuteient point, et ik prirent a la fin 
at le dessus, que sans le grand lac^ que porte encore 
("hui le n<mi de cette nation, on ne s^auroit pas meme 
flttt existe.**— Charlevoix, Histoire de la Nouvelle 
, Tom I. p. 322. 

ii these accounts leave the residence of thi9 
omewhat indeterminate. Charlevoix, in fab 
places it on the south side of Lake £rie-» 
old French maps place it on the north side, 
ren indicate the spot where the fatal battlgi 
>ught. The latter authority has been adopt- 
the following work—whether correctly or 
t b presumed to be of little convec^weticft.— ^ 
apMnnt anacbitmism of deddrn^ \\ss. ^«Xe V^ 
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one single battle^ when, perhaps, a series of i 
were foogfat, may probablj be likewise tl 
as unimportant. Socli a suppoeition beCte 
served the purposes of poetry ; and the obi 
of history seemed to admit of ahnost any la 
of conjecture. 

At the period here alluded to, the Frenc 
tfioneries commenced their bold and genero 
grimages among the remote tribes of the i 
can interior. It need scarcely be remarkec 
it is one of those daring philanthropists, i 
represented in the Introduction. 

With respect to the composition of Omtw 
same remark may be applied to it which Ch 
briand applies to Atala, that «it was writ 
the desert, and under the huts of the saTagi 
This circumstance, howeyer, can give it n( 
req^ndent merit with that beautiful and pi 
little work, other than the chance of being < 
ly fiuthful in the description of aboriginal mi 
moA scenes. The tradition on which the at 
Ontwa is founded, unaToidaUy led to an ap 
adoption of one of the incidents of Ataku 
out anticipating a charge of plagiarism, i 
perhaps be confessed, that, in this initani 
attempt was made to imitate its eloquent au 
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INT&ODUCTION. 

Pilgrim from transatlantic climes, 
Of elder race and elder times. 
Where age on age bad roU*d around 
In hemispheric circle bound. 
Unconscious that a sister sphere. 
Revolving through the same career 
And glowing *neath the same bright tun, 
Had still concurrent ages run,— 

I launch*d before the western gales, 
(Dilating now a thousand sails,) 
Which, ere th* immortal Genoese 
Had dared to span unmeatfured sea« 
In search of worlds his mighty mind 
Alone conceived the hope to find, 
Had idljT swept a rolling waste 
That pilot keel had never traced. 
No scheme sublime like hu was Brine— 
The balanced globe such grand design 
Excludes again^and his great name, 
That fills the younger world with fame. 
Must still unrivard sUnd, till earth 
Shall to new continents give birth. 

I sought no undiscover*d shore 
Which prow had never touch*d before^ 
Nor wish*d presumptuous coone to uxf^ 
Beyaad De Gama.'^ daring ytss^g^^^ 
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6 ONTWA. 

Nor yet, like Magalhaeiiy to ran 
Still following round the letting fun^ 
Till my bold keel should leave a tmem 
Folding the globe in its embrace. 
No-— 'twas a spirit mild and meek, 
That objects less sublime would sedi : 
I sought the Indian of the wild, 
Nature*s forlorn and roving child— 
Already driven, from shores afar 
Where once he bore the chase and war^ 
To Western Lakes. : those seas confined^ 
Which ancient deluge left behind 
When the vast floodgates of the land> 
Unable longer to withstand 
The rolling waste, crumbled away 
And gave the sweeinng ruin play— - 
Leaving the wide interior drained 
Save where these remnant floods remain'i 

I ask*d the red man for my guide : 
He launched his bark on Erie's tide,— 
Through all the liquid chain we ran. 
O'er Huron's wave, and Michi'gan, 
Veering amid her linked isles 
Where the mechanic beaver t<Ml8,— * 
Still floating on, in easy way 
Into her deep indented Bay,f 
Through rocky isles whose bolder forma 
Are chafed and fiitter'd down by storms, 

• Now called the Beaver Island*— in Lake lOdd*! 
Great Lake,) as Bamcd by the nathres. 

f Called Green Bay, whoae mouth is almost clofl 
chain of islands, called the Grand TkBvefsew Their i 
high, rooky, and bold; and, being of limestime, hj 
worn into a thousand fintasUc shapes, which, even 
the aid oftkney, asiame the sppeaxance dMcxttMd Vsx 
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And, worn to ileepi of .Taiying ihape 

That ardiitectund otden ape, 

Sbow mui'd colunm, ardi and.niefae^ 

And wall*! dtlapidated breach ; 

With ky hanging from aboT% 
And pltfits below, (hat mina lota^ 
Drooping in mdancholy grace 
On fainpken frioe and moold'ring base ; 
While here and there, like drifta ef inow, . 
Amid the wayes the white rocks show, 
Stripp*d of their soil and left all bare^ . 
As bones of islands bleaching there. 

Far up the lengtfaen'd baj we «igc^ 
To where the triple streams cooTergey 
And on its reedy head distil 
The tribute sent from distant hill- 
Now mounting up the sinuous bed 
Of Wagouche to its marshy head* . 
We toil against the foamy leap»>*-* 
Or wind where still the current sleeps 
*Mid aeas of grain,f tlw boon «f heaven 
To Bteril climes in bounty given. 
At last we reach the narrow mound— 
The wide diverging waters bound- 
Where, almost mingling as they glide 
In smooth and counter-current t»de. 
Two rivers turn in sever'd race^ 
And flow, with still enlarging space. 
Till one rolls down benea!^ the north 
And pours its icy torrent forth, 

I Called SaulU by the inh^Wtanti^ snd •ometimet Chvtes. 
La Grande Chute'* is here aHuded to^Wagouche is one 
Ito Indian names finr theFox riv«r. It leoeiyef. just as it 
Is Into the head of Green Bay, the addiMoo of two rivers. 
I* The Ffllsavaine .Atns arena, or vildtteftftiiV)^ ^p««» 
p:fe§t sbuadaoce In the Wta. river. 
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While-i-f^owuig as it 
The other seeks a southern sone.* 
Here, as the heaven dissolTes in showery- 
The boon on either stream it pours, 
And the same sunbeams, as they stn^* 
On both with light impartial pliy ; 
But onward as each current faies» 
New climes and sunder'd tropics rise^ 
And, urging, growing, as they run. 
Each follows down a varying 8ud» 
Till, o*er her tepid Delta qiready 
The Michi-sipi bows her head,— 
While Lawrence vainly strives to sweep 
His gelid surface to the deep. 
Scarce did the low and slender neck 
Tlie progress of our passage check ; 
And ere our bark— which, dripping bore^ 
The marks of rival waters o*er— ^ 
Had lost in air its humid stain, 
'Twas laundi*d, and floating on again^ 
*Mid isles in wil1ow*d beauty dress'd 
That deck*d Ouisconsin*8 yiellow breast. 

The stream ran fast, and soon the scene 
Changed into frowns its smiles serene. 
Nature arose in trouUed mood. 
And hills and clifis, of aspect rude^ 
Hoary with barrenness, save where 
The stunted cedar hung in air 
Fix*d in the rocks that beetled high, 
Darken*d the current rushing by— • 
Oft choked and broken in its pass 
By mi^ity firagments* clogging mass, 

a The Portage of the Fox and OatsoQorin riven, by < 

ttitoy are wpanited, if only a mile and a half. Tbeae i 

tboogh here nearly united, diadiarge their wafeon into t 

stpolntf between three andfoiu thousand xqUmv^mAi 
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Serer'd, mayhap, by bolt of hearen. 
And down the steep in tb'inder driven. 

Oar rapid bark, ere twice the day 
Had shone upon its downward wmfp 
Tum*d its light prow, in upward coune. 
To stem the Midii-sipi's force-* 
Where her broad wave rolls on amain. 
Severed by *' thousand isles" in twain. 
And giant cliffs, with threatening fifowo, 
Conduct her prison*d current down. 
Full many a stream, on either side. 
Through the cleft walls sends forth its tide, 
Descending far from distant plains, 
Where in its gloom the Prairie reign% 
Seated in grandeur on its throne 
Amid a desert worid alone* 
Oft up the steeps, by rugged path 
Sloped by the winter torrent's wralh, 
We toird, where high the sumach hun{^ 
And tendril vines around it clung. 
Checking our way with woven bowers^ 
Or twining over head their flowers ; 
While higher stilJ, in dizzier break, 
Tlie trembling aspen tree would nhnko i 
And oft the wandering eye would meek 
With sparkling crystals 'neath the feet. 
Rudely enchased on some dark stone 
Shining with lustre not its own. 
Hard the ascent, but fair the sight 
That spread beneath the lofty height. 
Where river, isles, and meadows drew 
Their varied pictures to the view,— 
Or would the downward eye forbear 
To dwell on scene so soft' and fair, 
'Xwas but to raise a level glance. 
And all wa§ rude and bold mt oncv, 

AS 
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Where thedark Bhiffi^half bwe^ hilf oa 
Aroee in gloomj itaniiMM 'loaad. 



For many m day the stream ww iliimu'dr 
Through isles that still its bosom gamm'd 
While oft, where hack the difts retired, . 
The waving plain, in green attired. 
Smiled in the dark and deep recessy , * 
Like guarded spot in wilderness ; 
(Where Hamadryades might sport, ;• 
Or Fairies hold their dewy court) , ' 

• 

At last our bark^ 'mid eddies toas'd 
And foam that all the wave emboss'd, t. 
Was wam*d— ere yet the torrent's roar ^ 
Wa& heard—to turn its keel ashore. 
Now clambering up the steep ascent, . 
Our course along the brink was bent, 
Where the descending, broken flood. 
On rocks that firm its force withstood, 
Show'd signs of mightier conflict near 
Whose rumblings now rose on the ear. 

Why checks my guide on yonder lise^ 
And bends to earth in mute surprise. 
As the Gr^t Spirit of the air 
Had burst upon his vision there? 
'Twas the vast Cataract* that threw 
Its broad effulg^ioe o*er his view. 
Like sheet of silver hung on high 
And glittering *neath the northern sky. 
Nor think that Pilgrim eyes could dwell 
On the bright torrent as it fell. 
With soul unawed. We look*d above 
And saw the waveless channel moYe, 

« The Fare of at Anthony, fint ascovered sod na: 
Iktber Hannipen. 
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from (be - fountains of the north 
nnt tiiiougfa varied regions forth, . 
deep and broad and placid gnowny 
IMS in quiet beauty down, 
Bscious of the dizzy steep 
vrbicfa its current soon must sareepy 
eye bangs sfaudd'ring on the brink, 
had powerless wish to shrink,) 
plun^ng low mid foam and apny, 
le. bright sheet in ruin lay. 
niipult swells, and on again 
defying waters roll amain, 
iiaming down in angry fnride, 
ningling rivers smooth its tide, 
lid the isle, whose promoot wedge 
;s on the tcirrent's dizzy edge, 
le the yiew ; nor sister twin 
smiles amid the nether din-* 
d in the raging flood's embnce, 
free from human footstep's trace ; 
e the proud Eagle builds his tfaraiiei 
rules in mi^esty alone.* 
oaching still, and more entranced 
ill the lingering step advanced, 
tood at last in pleased delay 
looking all the bright di^lay, 
e the gay tints of western flame 
down the day's obUqueneai came, 
langing sheet and level stream 
eda.s(^ and slanting beam, 
le thus we paused, bent o'er a rock 
ae tremors own'd the general shock, 
wand'ring vision chanced to meet^ 
1 like a statue on its seat 

txixyt that the imaU UUnd, at Uia fM^ oI^^hkm 
iwacewlbte to man and huait, md. \h>l littwfc^^fWtQ 
U BUBtMittM the ejry of an aac^ 
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Of juttuig fl-igmoib, vhiilier flew - 

Hie totnot ^w»y in ailierj dew-^-. : . 

An Indian fbnn. No miHinn told; -■^''9 
Thtt 'twas not aaiae unbrealbing m'MtK 
VUdi MTage dnwl might have tracei<^. 
■ ' ■' "* ' • pUcefl.;' -B 
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Traiy betray'd a lining wight— 
Yet kxt Ki deep in niusingB wPn, ■;"--^ 
And by the torroit so beguiled,; ':'^ -^ 
Tliat scarce his brMlhings seem'd -tpr^ 
But motion can^t from trenibGai^!«UA 
Hail'd by my guide:, in ircll-knawi^ >aiSl 
He tum'd, and bM:k bi^ dark locks SuM 
RaJBiigaii ey*— tbaugh now sunk daqw 
By woes, pnliapa too Htrong (o weep^^^ 
llat slitl shone forth ntth ray ioteas^, -Sj; 
As wont a spirit to condense, % 

Whose aident energies liave felt Si' 

AH that could fire, or rend, or melt. ?ie 
Familiar ipaech and forest gidse .'■> 

Appear'd to »«k« hut short surprise j '.' 
And calmly he had tum'd agai^. . ' >.; 
To fall anew in muHiig tnin, . -=,'. 

When his fierce eye just caught tbe. tn^' 
Of white man in the Pilgtini'i ftcR '. ■ # 
Reviving roem'ry leem'd to rend .^ C 

Some story (here, of vfoe or dread-,^ jl 
Quickly, ■■ if his brain were fired . ' .' 
With anguiib that the view inspircd^'^ v 
And Us worn foim no more coul^ b;^?* 
^le sbvggles of some deep d^ftoiTy ' '^' 
He tuDk (o earth in prostrate g^- ' ^' 
Ere ftiendly arm could give nai^ -f. 
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TFhat boots it that the tale should say 
T^hst hours or suns were pass*d away 
In soothing kindness by the guide, 
With pitying Pilgrim by his side, 
£re that the Forest son arose 
And told his tale of many woes. 
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Last of my trib e > mighty nee !— 
My wandering feet have sought this plaee^ 
Where the Greet Spirit rolls bis wmvc^ 
To find a lone and sacred grave. 
Why does the welcome hour delay, 
That sends my wearied soul away ? 
When will the thundering waters dose 
Over the last of Erie's woes, 
And waft down Ontwa to the land 
Where, risen again, the Erie band 
On brighter streams and fairer plain 
Renew the war and chase again ?* 

There my great sire, with chiding eyes, 
Impatient turns to upper skies 
And asks the tardy hour to come. 
That brings his lingering offspring home. 
He counts his tribe— still misses one. 
And seeks in vain his absent son,— 
The last sad remnant of his kind. 
Condemn' d to wander yet behind. 
But oh ! a spirit still more fair 
Awaits to welcome Ontwa there,— 

• The lodiaiii have tmt vague notioot of their poitbac 
JgjUny ; but m tbejrbdieve the tpatta moit valued in 
lUb» such as war and the chaae, are continued after de 
they fawnUy place thdr heaven either widiln the eartl 
in imne (Uatant place upon it, as being better suited to i 
awpstfaM than the undrtiiiedietfopai>wve. 
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se beauty, sprung froin eastern li^iki 
;litter*d on my forest sight, 
sunk, alas ! in sudden night. 

should my gloomy soul recall, 
*ntwa's love, or^Erie's lall ? 
tis my vow to bear my grief, 
»ek the balsam of reUef. 
iwom to wear th* enTenom'd dart 
rankling in my aching hearty 
join my love on plains below, 

all the anguish of my woe ; 
year one thought whose cheering ray 
t gleam upon my darkling way, 
bance to break the sacred gloom 
shrouds my passage to the tomb. 
I but revive a deeper waUy—- 

why refuse to tell my tale? 
y the shrunken cords of lilW- 
iveak to bear the inward iKrit^^- 
sever ere the tale shall dose : 
Id that I thus could meet repoae, * 
with one agonizing sigh 
the out my many woes, and die. 

» twice twelve seasons now have shed 
r bloom, or blight, on Ontwa*s head, 
ire, Kaskaskia, reign*d supreme . 
all the tribes on hill and stream, 
t distant Huron's stormy shore 
rhere Niagara^s thunders roar ; 
e Erie and Ontario's wave, 
well his power, their tribute gave, 
oft had borne to shores afar 
thousand barks in daring war. 
) in the centre of his bands, 
yffy b&gbt, whidi far cwnmuiAft) 
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He pkoed his smoke^* whose riiiiig fpiie 
For ever told KwkiBkie'g fire. 

Here oft the gnuid debate arose 
Which doom'd die fate of neighb'riiig foes; 
And here, to warm the listening yomig 
And nerve their hearts but newly sdntn|^ 
The old, exposing all their scars. 
Would tell the tale of Erie's wars ; 
Till, like a tipp'd and featfaer'd dart 
Ready from bended bow to start. 
Their youthful hearts would pant to wear 
The trophied skin of elk or bear. 
And see the foe, in fancied fight* 
Already conquer' d, or in flight. 

A mighty oak, whose spreading arms 
Had stood the brunt of tempest barms, 
Unnumber'd snow8,f and still could bring 
Its yerdant tribute to the spring, 
Upon the highest summit stood, 
A beacon 'midst the sea of wood : 
Some grey and splinter'd boughs were seen 
Shooting athwart its ample green,— 
Not the hoar taiblems of decay. 
But wrecks of lightning's wnrthful play. 
Scars on a brow too often driven 
Against the warring powers of heaven. 
No other tree nor jbnib was there ; 
The hill-top else were bleak and bare ; 
And save tfw scanty moss which grew 
Beneath the shade its foliage threw, 

■ a A fire, or tmoke^ in the figuntife language of then 
denotei a reiklenos <Nr arttknient 

f The isTi«ei miBiber the lapie of yesn b7 nowh «• wk 
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green relieved the rocky waste 
ndch round its brow a fiUet traced, 
ike mighty band of wampum,* spread 
round a giant's plumed head. 

ow had die hazel given its dief 

ill eighteen springs to Ontwa*s eye, 

ad this young arm, with growing nerv^ 

ad learnt the twanging bow to serve, 

id many a deer had lent its horn 

y sportive triumphs to adorn; 

hen, *mid his chiefi, I saw my sire 

nrake on hi^ the council fire. 

dd, as the dark ascending smoke 

irrd upwards round the lofty oak, 

e rose amid the circling crowd 

ith eye severe, shook off the shroud- 
skin of Buffido— that dress'd 

le broad dimension of his breast ; 

ad while the hand that grasps the bow 

raced 'round the ample folds below, 

le arm that guides the arrow hung 

U free to aid his speaking tongue. 

re that the deep and labouring speech^ 

B slow to rise, his lips could reach, 

is lofty gesture led the eye 

> send a trembling glance ^ high. 

liile yet, as with a powerfid cjunn, 

ich feeling hung upon his arm, 
mountain cloud was seen to rise 

ist from the depths of eastern skies, 

ke mighty barrier in the way, 

!ireat*ning to close the gates of day. 

"he Wampum }• made of stxtogt of beads, which the 

as use for purposes of ornament, Ac 

he pndomiDMat eelottt oi tb» InttsnH «)« >a % ^k^b- 
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Its towering peak and q>readiDg btae^ 
Still rolliDg up the asure qtace. 
With fast increasiog horrors grew ; 
Till half the heayent were Tetl'd finom vir 
And day's broad eye,' closed in a fkvwiiy 
No longer on the world look'd down. 
Unmoved, alone Kaskaskia stood. 
And all ^e spreading fury riew'd 
With steady eye, while the bright glare 
Of forked Ugfatninff seamM the air. 
With voice, that sml was loudly beard 
Amid the turbulence that stirr'd 
The heavens to war, he thus eipreis*d 
The dark forebodings of his breast. 
« Three times the east, array'd in stonna* 
Has iill*d my dreams with deep alarms ; 
Three times this dottd, in vision'd wratli 
Has darkly cros8*d my dreaming path, 
While the Great Spirit, as it pass'd. 
Has spoke in thunders from the blttst. 
Know, mighty chieft» the hour is come 
That threatens Erie's final doom. 
The evil Manitou* this hour 
Leads hitherward a mighty power— 
A power of overwhelming migh^— 
Which coming from the fount of light, 
By white man's vengeful arm oppress'd. 
Seeks out a refuge in the west. 
Great Saranac, whose skill and force 
Tower supreme like eagle's course, 
Leads on the first ; and many a band 
Is leagued beneath his strong command,- 
AU sworn to quench their ancient fires 
Where sleep the ashes of their sires, 

« Manitou masnt Spirit, m Miohi.lfaiittoii-»OreB 
.-«iid KlchLManitou, EvU S^Vl. 
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Kor aik again the kiodling mn 

Till Erie's forest abom be won. 

Already by the laY*ring wind 

They leave the Iroquois* bebindy*- 

Aod pl3fing stiU the active oar. 

Sweep up Ontario's farther shore. 

Resolved to cross as soon as sight 

Shall catch the view of adverse height :f 

Perchance already o*er the lake 

Their bold and hostile course they take 

Thus the Great fi^irit^ in my dreamsy 
Spoke 'mid the stormy lightning's gieami; 
And now again he speaks to all. 
Darkly foretelling Erie's falL 
Yon rolling cloud, which low'ring spreads. 
Suspending ruin o'er our heads. 
Ere long will give its thunders birth, 
And bound in fury to our earth :— 
Thus Saranac with hostile bands 
Will soon descend on Erie's lands. 
But though it be the doom of Heaven, 
Shall Erie hence be tamely driven,^ 
Cut off from hills our sires have ranged 
nil seasons have, forgotten, changed. 
And countless snows, like marks of tinn^ 
Have melted from their peaks suUime ? 
Shall we unstring the stubborn bow, 
And all our ancient chase forego. 
The Erie's boon since times fiur gone. 
When the huge mammoth overthrown, 
For proudly daring Heaven to war. 
O'er the great waters fled afiy: 7 

« The Indian name of the SL Lswienoe. 

f From the hsighU of Oueensloa may ta iMA ^^me «A 
York, U. a 
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No ?— «t this bead would itaiid iiiibotir*d 
Though yonder bladL and thriHiiiiiii| d 
Should launch its heafiett bolli and bmiI 
This hill-top to iti centre ihaka— 
So shall Kaskaskia raise his arm 
To shidd you firom impeoding ham.** 

While yet his ami, of nenrous sIriBgChy 
Was ndsed aloft in daring length. 
The raptured doud sent forth » flaiih 
Which, ere the warning thunder's enah 
Was heard, in cradcling ftiry brake 
On the broad fiontlet of the oak. 
Prostrate the crowd in tremor sunky 
Clinging to rocks that quaked and sbrm 
Nor saw, till from the hills araund 
Echo return*d her faintest sounds 
That still Kaskaskia held his brow 
Erect beneath the awful blow : 
And though his arm, which had bean n( 
Just as tlie viYid lightning blaaed. 
Now, wi4her*d, by his quirer hung 
Like hunter's nervous bow unetrang; 
Yet high was iiz*d his steady eye 
On the 6erce conflict of the sky. 
As he would mock, in proud dcspairt 
The fiUe prodaim'd in thunder thcra. 



With proud, yet pitying eye, he 
The crowd dejected thus witfi awe. 
And, half reproving, bade them rise^ 
Nor sink beneath ^ angry skies. 
•< Let not the Erie warrior droop- 
Arise, to war— with fellest whoop ! 
Speed ! Every chief his suljects wake! 
llie barbed dart and war dub take-«- 
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And, on those heights which catch the ny 

Of blue Ontario's setting day, 

Collect and hold your faithful bands ; 

Ihere wait your coining chieTs conimaiids,^— 

Nor will Kaskaskia's eagle plume 

Pail at the signal hour to come. 

Mean-time, from lofty capes where rayes 

The whirlwind over £rie*s waves, 

I'll seek, amid the howling atorm. 

The Manitou*s appalling form ; 

And learn from blasts £e deepest fate 

THiich £rie*s fortunes may awaic" 

He ceased^ when every chief in haste 
His quiver hung, and wampum braced, 
And o*er his shoulders loosely spread 
His skin, as if for mardi of speed,— 
And then, like herd of scattered deer. 
Surprised by ambush'd hunter near^ 
That bounding off in antler*d pride 
Flies to the wood on every side, 
They darted down the hill amain 
And soon were crossing level plain^ 
Their feather*d crests, in buoyant graces 
Dancing with every springing pace. 
Marking afar their various ways 
Till lost within the woody maze. 



<< Ontwa ! the lightning lent its gleam 
But to confirm Kaskaskia*s dream : 
Three times the Manitou has given 
My dreaming-^ear the will of heaven ; 
Yet shall Kaskaskia never yield 
Save in the bloody battle field. 



.1- 
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Spniiging fWim landf idAA itrelcli iftr 
Wbcfre coldly flfainet the mordsM tt», ' 
Erie's bold race by ooaqneft won 
Thcte milder regions of tbe sun. 
A proud and migfaty rac e so laja ' 
Tradition of forgotten days-* 
Then ruled these Lakes ; widi cuaail^ 111 
In arts and arms o'er all die west,«— 
As still appears ftom s^piare and Unt 
Of warlike aspect and design. 
Whose lengthen'd trench and mounid MM 
The banks of many a winding stream, 
Muskinghum and Ohio &ir, 
Spreading o*er plain and hillock th ew 
llumgh worn and crumbled now by tiiaej 
And bearing trees, of height sublime^ ' 
Offspring, perhaps, of elder shade 
Hut there bas flourish'd and decay'd. 

<« The Erie bands, though all unskill'd 
In arts and arms and trenched field-i- 
Nor othor shield or weiapon knew 
Than naked breast and arrow true, 
Tet fkr in strength and valour rose 
Above thdr more experienced foes. 
Full nwny snows on hill and plain 
Descended and dissolved again. 
Ere that the contest, fierce and long. 
Between the skilful and the strong. 
Was closed ; and many a mound nuiy sti 
Be seen on time-worn plain and hill,^ 
Once red with blood,— that moul4*nng t« 
Where thousands fought, and thousands I 
At last, great Areoudd's* might 
Was leagued with Erie in the figfat-^ 

* The Indian god of war. 
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Who drove afar the remnaot Vuuls 
To find'new bomes in ocbeir laodky 
And leave to victor foes the spml 
Of \kkes and streams and shaded soiL 
Here,' Ontwa, have Kaskaskia's sires 
For ages raised their council fires— 
And shall we yield these lands unfought, 
So long preserved, so dearly bought? 
Ko— £rie*s smokes shall still arise, 
And curl amid her nadve skies ; 
And when they sink — with the last flame 
Let perish £rie*s race and name. 

** One duty, Ontwa, yet remains : 
This weapon, red with bloody stains,* 
Musi Erie's bold defiance speak 
To Saranac : him must thou seek. 
Should Saranac the pledge receive. 
And still thy life and freedom leave. 
Like mountain deer, thy footsteps turn 
To heights where Erie's fires shall bum : 
Pix in thy crest this heron plume, 
Which none but warriors e*er assume, . 
Or messengers, like thee, who go 
With bold defiance to the foe. 

*' Thy quiver is already hung*^ 
Quidk let thy slackened bow be strung. 
The foe— so said my threefold dream- 
Debarks beside Niag*ra*s stream : 
Nor gloomy night, nor sultry day. 
Nor streams, nor wood, must cause delay : 
The shrub must yield thy scanty food, 
Thy hasty sleep must be in wood, 

» Carver lajs that the Indians, when thej declare war, 
iendablood^taiiied weaponas aslgnaL The messenger U 
tcQcrally a slave, who is often UDed in the ercaoA. 



Thy poce must lesve the daft behind 
And follow up Ibe fleetest wind— 
LeR thou ihouldst bil die feait to ebsr 
Our gsth'ring bands Hitl soon prepare 
To fit tlie soul for twtlle deed 
And teach, the wanior how to bleed." 

Kasksskia ceased — when, like Ibe dart, 
Was Ootwa's plumage seen to put. 
The craggj hill-top soon was clear'd. 
The plain was past, the forest neu-'d ; 
While feelings new to foiilhful breast 
Waked in my heart a warlike lesl, 
And tossiag high my plumed bfad 
More proud became my bounding trcai 
When oft the nervous bow was bent 
And fealh'ry arrow forward sent. 
To try my fleet and rival pace 
In contest with its winged race. 



\ 
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IE sultry day— Ibr 'twas the moon* 
ben day ascends to highest nocm— 
ent slowly down,— the shadows deep 
rat o*er the sunken valleys sweep, 
len gradual climb' the -peaked hill 
hoe yellow twilight lingers still :— > 
It Oatwa's step no lalt*ring knew, 
id still press*d on as day withdrew. 

le oight was now at top of heaven, 
le stars had half their lustre given ; 
id oft the. night bird, as her eye 
as musing on the silent sky, 
ared at the noise of hasty rush 
lat dash'd aside the stubborn bush— • 
ilike the wolf in wily round, 
* wildcat's fiir but noiseless bound- 
id risen aloft and with her ecreams 
istarb*d the stilly hour of dreams. 
: last, among the shadows near, 
le glide of water caught my ear : 
! what a charm to lips that thirst, 
IS rippling water's sudden burst ! 
ng bad my wearied pathway led, 
nough, wilds that then exhausted spread, 

aat^-Thte Indians reckon month* by moons, genersUy 
■ting them by lome appropriate appellatioo, Mich as 
nting moon, the sultry moon, &c. 

B 
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Where ftresinTeC% dying at tbeir Mniro^ 
To mossy rocks bad left their course 
And dews, which <mi the foliage hung. 
Alone had cooFd my fever*d tongue. 

There, *nestb the trees whose hanging shade 
More dark the mnrm*ring current made^ 
And, as the breese pass'd o*er, would seem 
To kiss, with loring bough, the stream, 
Ph>ne on my breast I lay, and gave 
My thirsting fever to the wave. 
IVhile thus reposing on the ground, 
List*ning to every passing sound. 
With eyes intent upon the wood 
Where soon my march muat be renew'd, 
. A stately deer, fVom adverse side, 
Rush*d down to quaff the cooling tide. 
** Drink on," I said, « nor fear my bow 
Will lay thy branching antlers low ; 
Like thee was Ontwa glad to dip 
In cooling wave his pardied lip.' 



>» 



While thus I musing said, methou^^ 
His watchful eye some olject caught ; 
And soon, around a point which bent 
The river from its stnight descent, 
Appear*d a red and flick'ring flame 
Which downward widi the current 
As if some ^rit of the stream 
Had h'ghted up « friendly beam. 
To guide the waters on their way. 
While *neath tiie hills should sleep the day^ 
With ctne foot raised, as if for fl]^ 
And head erected tow'rds the light, 
He stood ; fiz'd by the dassKng charm. 
All thoug^itlen of the ambushed harm. 
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Till twanging bow and arrow speeding 
Laid him upon the pebbles bleeding. * 
From light canoe^ the torch that boK^ 
A hunter leap*d upon the shofe^ 
Half pleased half sorrowful sunrey*d 
The victim that his dart had made : 
And as he glided off again 
He raised the wild and simple strain. 



All, hai^ess deer ! 

Thy fleet career 

VnXi ne'er again 

Skim o*er the plain, 
Nor up the breesy mountain ; 

And at the dawn. 

Thy doe and fawn 

WUl vainly seek 

Thee on the creek. 
And near the gurgling fountain. 

*Twas Chanto*8 eye 

Tbat bade thee die. 

For her I rove 

A slave to love, 
Condemn'd to 4(«|t the river. 

Till brandling horn 

My bark adfvn, 

Orhkiod of doe 

Beet on my bow, 
Anil spot my stainless quiver. 

• During the rammer months, the InAuis iHmt the deer 
on the riven: The taiteotadrlvetiiemlato the water, and the 
banter, floetiiv down under the oovor of night, with a torch 
in the bow of hit eanoe, comeB upon the animal while he is 
gMingbewildeced at the li^it, and 0VM the fHtal wound ere 

he is awarejaf an J dsiMyr. 
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(Think not the beart in desert brad 
To pas8i«B*8 softer touch is dead, 
Or that this shadowy skin contains 
No bright and animated veins— 
Where, though no blush its course betrays 
The blood in all its wildnesa plays.) 
*Mid drooping trees and dusky night 
Soon di8appear*d the bark and light. 
And paddle's dip and hunter's lay 
At last in murmurs died awcy^ 

As rising from my bed of moss, 
The stream, now still again, to cros^ 
My thoughts pursued the hunter boy 
So full of triumph, lore, and joy. 
** Cast in the stream thy brindled prize^ 
Nor seek a smile in Chanta's eyes,— 
No more shall chase of deer or lore 
The keenness c^ thy arrow prove : 
The sounds of war already fill 
The wigwams of thy native hill, 
And Chanta's voic^ that bade thee stais 
Thy spotless dart in deer-bloodi slain, 
Must bid thee take a nobler bow 
And meet in bloodier field the toe," 

The stream was pass*d— and firesh fVom res 
Again through- lengthening wilds I prest. 
Dripping with damps of stream and dew. 
Till peep of mom broke on the view. 
I stay*d a momept on the height 
"Where blue OnCiuio meets the sight* 
And when the star of day arose 
BelreshM and bright from long repota^ 
Methoo^t the broad and polish'd wav» 
Some brief and distant gUo^ptet gave 
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Of bajka, or shadows xnoring there,— 
But soon 'twas lost amid the glare. 
Onward I pass'd, now plunging down 
The shelTing steep from summit's iTown ; 
Now breaking through the deep ravine, 
Where li^t of day is dimly seen. 
And tangled trees and rocky path 
Show signs oi winter's loosen'd wrath ; 
Now scaling high the steep again, 
And ranging e'er the lofty plain. 
Where oft the bold projecting brow 
Gave fleeting glimpv of Lake below. 

Thus grew and died the toilsome day. 
And night had darken'd o'er the way, 
When, rising on my fuH career, 
Niagara's waters struck the ear. 
Soon on those Heights my feet were stay'd. 
Where first its nngbty plunge was made—* 
(So-flfK)ke Kaskaskia's tale of times 
When Erie's race first won these climes,) 
By yawning gulf now sever'd wide. 
Where darkly rolls its present tide. 
In broken whirlpools sweeping by. 
Still fainter murm*ring as they fly, 
Till on the distant plain they cease 
And seek the Lake in limpid peace. 
From scenes beiew, now wrttpp'd in night. 
Slight gleams broke quiv'ring on' my sig^ht, 
And myriad sounds, like distant hum. 
By fits upon the ear would come ; 
While gazing still, soft slumbers stole 
On wearied limbs and anxious soul. 

« It is a generally received hypothesis, that the Falls of 
Niagaia began tlwk retrogreMion at the Heights of Queens. 
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The dmniiig world before ne wprmd. 
And oofTMrd tttll I aeem'd to trnd : 
TiU arrows, sped widi every breatliy 
Had closed my path with wounds and deat 
When low ! a fonn, of brighter hue 
Than Indian Tision ever knew, 
Threw round a shield of snowy charmi, 
And tuni*d aside the threatening harms. 
I knelt to worship ; but meChought 
Her face the beams of morning caught. 
And, gath*ring still increasing rays, 
Soon shone in all the sun's broad blaie ! 
I woke,— and saw the risen sun 
Already high his course had run : 
Springing elastic from the ground, 
I gazed in doubt and wonder 'round ! 
And still with partly dreaming eyes 
Look'd on the plain, the stream aod'skies. 

But soon was fix*d my wand*ring glance 
On far Ontario's broad expanse-* 
Like poltsh'd wall, half raised on Ug|i, 
Ijeaning against the hollow sky, 
There burst Kaakaskia's ^ream to view. 
The dream inspured by Manitou ! 
On Michi-saki's point arose 
The smokes of Erie's thousand foes ; 
Then were the barks, still plying o'er. 
Confusedly crowding on the shore. 
Till all the strand, like swarming hive. 
With hum and tumult seem'd alive. 
High o*er the rest, a lofty smoke 
The fire of Seranac bespoke ; 
Where fancy pictured forth his form, 
lake Areoi^d 'mid the storm, 
Gath'ring his bolts, to vnreak his ire 
On JSrie'f race and Ontwa's sire. 
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How fired my spirit at the sight ! 
And plunging down the lofty Height, 
Soon from its base, my winged speed 
Was sweeping through the wood and mead. 
The wily scout was often seen. 
Winding his way through thickets given^ 
To make the lofty Height his stand, 
Whence be might spy approaching band« 
SooD grew the nearer tumult loud, 
Of jarring sounds and bustling crowd, 
And ereiy noise that met the ear 
Gave signal that the camp was near. 
I hastened on, through deeper shade 
By interwoven tree-tops made. 
Where grass, unchecked by with*ring haat» 
Grew green and rank idKMit the feet ; 
And alders, on die border side. 
Like ▼erdant ftinge, hung o*er the tide. 
Leaving the upward glancing ray 
Amid their leaves a broken play— 
Which, as it downward gleam*d, in vain 
Had strived an entering pass to gain. 
Half ling'ring to enjoy tlie scene, 
The grateful shade and flow*ry green. 
And half to dress my heron crest 
Which hasty march had slight depressed-** 
I lotter*d through the fair retreat. 
As if some duurm detain'd my feet ; 
When lo ! on bed of roses there, 
A form, like bright Hahunah* fair, 
In blumber broke upon my sight ! 
Was it my dreaming vision bright ? 
Or, spirit sent from liquid cave 
Beneath Ontario's shining wave, 

♦ The ladian word for mc^niog. 
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To guide the favoar'd Ssranac 
0*er the far billows of his track ? 

Her raven hair, half wreath*d, descendec 
And o*er her face like shadows blended ; 
Half veiling chutns of fairer hue 
Than ever forest daughter knew. 
Such locks ne*er deck*d the desert child 
Ke'er bloom 'd such cheeks in forest wild 
Not that the skin of doe or fawn 
That o*er her fairer neck is drawn, 
And all the rising breast conceals, 
Which £rie*s daughter half reveals. 
Trembling, as in my dream I knelt. 
And all the awe of worship felt :— 
** Bright spirit of the air or deep \ 
Liet Ontwa guard thy morning sleep r 
This wild rose, blooming o*er thy rest, 
I'll pluck to decorate thy breast ; 
That kind propitious sweets may bear 
My name to visions rising there.*' 

I gazed, enchain *d by powerful speH, 
Till bow and dart forgotten fell. 
And Erie and invading host 
Were all in one deep feeling lost : 
• I watch'd tlie closing of her dreams 
' To catch her eye*s first opening beams ; 
The long dark lashes slowly rose, 
As all unwilling to disclose 
The light beneath : so fringed height 
Oft gives delay to morning's light. 
They broke,— but O ! 'twere vain,—- hov 
AVere tints the gleam of star to paint ! 
What wonder, tibat my forest eye 
Should deem her spirit of the sky ? 
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Or, doubt that the red Indian's eaflh ' 

Could give such shining beauties birth ? 

My youthful ear had heard of race, 

With form enrobed and snowy face. 

Which, coming from the rising sun, 

0*er all the morning world had run ; 

But Ontwa nerer knew their blood 

Had beat in hearts that roved the wood. 

Nor that their fairer hues had shed 

Their lustre o*er our shadowy red. 

I said like dawn her slumbers pa88*d. 

But soon that dawn w«s overcast ; 

The smile, her happy dreams bad leR^ 

By terror was at once berefW- 

At sight of bold intruder there. 

Of stranger mien and frenzied air. 

Like frighted doe, with sudden star^ 

She seized her ready bow and dart. 

And drawing home the feathery guard, 

Half tum*d, as if for flight prepared : 

The plumed death a moment sUy'd, 

A moment was the flight delay *d. 

When, kneeling still— << Ah I stay," J cried, 

** Blest spirit of the air or tide, 

Nor thus in angry terror shun 

Ontwa, the Chief of £rie*s son : 

Bearing proud message from my race 

To Saranac, my erring pace 

Intruded on thy slumbers sweet ; 

I knelt in homage at thy feet. 

And pluck 'd a wild rose o*er thy head 

And on thy breast its odours spread, 

Propitious visions to inspire 

For Ontwa*s race and Ontwa*s sire.' 
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Her eye no laager bore a frown, 
Mer iHfw, reka'd, was sinking down, 

B2 
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And ioTelentiiig panse she sftood^ 
When arrow, aent from neighb'ring wood> 
Half erring, sped its ambush'd harm 
And quiTer*d in my bleeding arm. 
She sprang, she knelt, and as she drew 
The reeking barb and feather through. 
Her shining hair swept o'er my breast^- 
Her hand upon my shoulder prest— 
Her cheek came near : What then was pain. 
My wilder'd feelings to restrain ? 
Ontwa had torment learnt to bear. 
But ne*er had loc^'d on cheek so fair : 
What wonder then, the tempting bliss 
My lips should seise with cbuing kiss ? 

To draw the dart with pitying speed. 

And rife again at daring deed, 

And turn with proud reproachful look— 

Of time but briefest moment took ; 

That moment past, the bowman came 

To follpw up his arrow's aim— 

A Chief of lofty gait and mien 

With hasty steps approached the scene. 

« What foot has dared in slumbering hour 
To steal within Oneyda*s bower ? 
Let second arrow truer fly—- 
Thy stranger plume speaks lurking spy." 
The bow was fiercely bent again-— 
And barb drawn back with nervous strain- 
When sudden slacks the vengeful draught. 
Lest loved Oneyda feel the shaft ; 
For then, just ere the arrow flew, 
In generous haste, her form she threw^ 
To beg her Other's warrior bow 
Would spare the blood of kneeling foe. 
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But Ootwa was not kneeliog then,— 
Though all too late my bow had been 
To chedc the Chief's unpetuous dart. 
Whose truer flight had reach*d my heart 
Had not the form, my vision gave^ 
Been hov*ring near my life to save. 



Beneath an elm, whose spreading top 
Around like curtains seem'd to drop^ 
Sate Saranac — while, on the ground. 
His myriad followers closed around : 
First 1^^ diiefi^ then warriors bold. 
Then youths allow*d their place to hold ; 
While women, children, farther still. 
All join the circling group to fill— - 
Whtfe shaven head, and feather*d qjretitp 
And bow and club for battle dress'd. 
Of every form and hue appear, 
Like leaves that deck the dying year. 
Within this ring was Ontwa led 
Already doom'd to join the dead ; 
Condemn'd, by ling'ring pangs to dic^ 
As sentence due to lurking spy. 
Stem Saranac, in haughty gloom. 
Sate while a diief prodaim'd my doom ; 
The fair Oneyda leaning near. 
As if to ask a pitying ear. 
Bending her beauties o*er his form, 
Like sunshine op the brow of storm. 

Cre yet the guards had seised thdr prey. 
While mercy seem'd to ask delay, 
X jaiaed my blood-stain*d pledge on high 
And jcried«»<* No spy, stern chief, am T. 
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From great Kaskaskia, Ontwa's urw, 
I bring this pledge of Erie's ire.*' 



« Kaskaskia*s son ! take back thy life 
To lose it in a nobler strife. 
We come from other climes afar. 
New lands to seek for chase and war : 
Once on a Lake, whose lesser sweep 
lies iix*d in mountain basin deep ;* 
Where green and lofty peaks arise 
nil blended with the deep blue skies^ 
Long shutting out the morning ray 
From waters that beneath them lay ; 
Raised Saranac his hundred fires 
Amid the ashes of his sires. 
But mightier race than ours has came 
And driven us from our ancient home. 
Where forest's bow— of game despoiled 
That seeks afar securer wlld^ 
And hill and plain, no more possess 
The charm and sport of wilderness. 
Kot weak we come ; thou dost behold 
But half our chiefs and warriors bold : 
No breeze now stirs on yon blue Lake, 
That does not moving barks o*ertake. 
All plying fast the sail, or oar. 
To gain this designated shore : 
When all are come — prepared for fight— r 
We hold our course up yonder Height, 
Where, should the Eries sue for peace. 
Our hostile march perdiance may cease.— 
A warrior shall attend thee out 
To guard thee safe beyond our scout' 



»» 



** No guard does Ontwa want, nor guides 
With bow and quiver by my side, 

* Lake ChaxQp\a^. 
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And step all used to forest mase. 
My march shall mock thy scout's keen 
Ere yon bright sun again shall rise 
And light anew the eastern skies, 
Drinking the dew^rop on the flower 
Shed there by evening's viewless shower, 
Ontwa the feast and dance wHl share, 
Whidi Erie's warriors now prepare ; 
Whose games sudi deadly thirst shall wake 
As blood of foe done can slake." 

Then had my course, with sudden bound. 
Been speeding &r from foeman's ground. 
And rainly through the thicket wood 
By step or vision been pursued ; 
When, like a deer whose ready start 
Is check'd by arrow through the hear^ 
Half tum'd I stay'd, fix'd by the eye 
Of fair Oneyda hov'ring nigh.— 
A glance withheld my daring soul, 
And all my winged purpose stole : 
No more the image of my dream. 
Which fancy might a ^irit deem, 
I saw her now of mortal birth. 
Though fairest child of Indian earth. 
And felt a new and throbbing heat 
Through every quick pulsation beat : 
'Twas the same throb that shook my breast 
When first I vratch'd her dreaming rest ; 
But then methought that throb was given 
To spirit of the wave or heaven. 

What thou^ a thousand warriors stood. 
Ready to spill presumptuous blood. 
Whose stranger love sliould dare disgrace 
The pride and blossom cX their race ? 



M 
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I turned and knelt— and a» I gaied. 

Saw not the myriad weapons raised 

To pierce my heart,-— the threat*ning harm 

Was check*d but by Oneyda's arm. 

That waved in pity o*er my form 

And stay'd midway the bursting storm.—- 

'Twas but a moment's bliss I felt, 

*Twas but a moment that I knelt— 

I nw the anguish of her eye, 

The tender fear that bade me fly. 

And wildly seizing, as I pass'd, 

One short embrace-^then deem*d the last-« 

Ere sire could turn, or throng rush on, 

Ontwa, like lightning's flash, was gone. 
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^att Souxti^ 



MORK, throu^ ber arched gates of ligfat. 
Now follow'd up the shadow's flight. 
And shed from ruddy clouds a glow 
That gilded wood and lake below ; 
When on my sight all dimly broke 
The glimpse of distant tent and tmoke. 
The nigged hill uprose in Tain, 
And vainly spread the lengthen'd plain^ 
To check my fleet and eager way : 
Then, as the sun's first level ray 
Burst on Kaskaskia's waking view^ 
That ray presented Ontwa too. 
He calmly heard my errand don&— 
Unmoved he saw the peril run ; 
For stem composure, full of thou^t^ 
Had to his mien submission taught. 
And bliss or wo pass'd o'er his mind. 
Nor light nor shadow left behind : 
Or if his iron forehead e'er 
Betray'd a feeUng less severe, 
'Twas like the wintry sun's faint glow 
That leaves more hard the front of snow. 

Now gathefB round the warlike throngs 
Fkvpared for feast and dance and song ; 
The fire awakes and curls on high. 
And whoopt ascend the hollow iky* 
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While manj a fkithful Aleem* bleeds 
To fit the soul for battle deeds. 
A hundred warriors now advance. 
All dress*d and jpainted for the dance ; 
And sounding club and hollow skin 
A slow and measured time begin : 
With rigid limb and sliding foot, 
And murmurs low, the time to suit, 
Forever varying with the sound. 
The circling band moves *round and 'roun 
Now slowly rise the swelling notes. 
When every crest more lively floats. 
Now toss'd on high with gesture proud. 
Then lowly *mid the circle bow'd ; 
While changing arms grow louder still, 
And every voice becomes more shrill. 
Till fierce and strong the clamour grows 
And the wild war.whoop bids it close : 
Then starts Shuuktonga forth, whose band 
Came far from Huron's storm-beat strand, 
And thus recounts his battle feats, 
While his dark club the measure beats :f 

« At fall of leaf, o*er Huron's wave 
Came party of the Saukies brave. 
Far frbm the mighty Turtle's^ isle. 
And, stealing on our tribe with guile. 
When hunter's arm and bow were gone 
And wives and children left alone, 

« The dog: an animal that is sacrificed and eaten on < 
•olenm oocaiion. '' 

f At the Indian Ibastt, when a dance is obnduded, * 
warrior starts up and recounts a battle feat, of which the 
rator is always the hero. 

t Michi-macUnac means great Tkirtlt. 
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Seized on the weak and helpless prey. 
And bore them weeping slayes, awaj. 

** Sbuuktonga, from the hunt returning^ 
Found all were gone, and wigwams burnings 

And deep rerenge he swore : 
Through thirty suns and thirty sleeps. 
At loneliest glens and hi^iest steeps 

Severest fast he bore. 

" Then on the ground his mat he spread. 

And raised aloft his signal red, 

And caird on all whose hearts had hied, 

To string the vengeful bow ; 
That Saukies* blood might quench the flame. 
Which long bad burnt to tell their shame. 

And triumph of the foe. 

« 0*er ice and snow we bore the war ; 
The isle's white summit, gleaming far 
Long after day had sunk to rest. 
Was raising high its yellow crest 

To lead us on our way : 
The night was midway riding o'er, 
When reach'd our files its lofty shore ; 
Through knotted trees, along the brink, 
Where sliding foot would often shrink. 
And threat*ning rocks and yawning arch* 
Would oft delay the cautious march, •> 

Our silent pathway lay. 

« Beneath the brink, the Saukies slept. 
No watchful eye the s^try kept, 

* The « arched rook*' on the toUnd of MichUinackiiiM! is 
aoe of the greater and most interesting cunoiities of the 
ooontry oftbe LtkM. 
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£*ea Aleem's bark wu dumb ! 
We huog on high— no spirit seem'd 
To fiBll ti^xn, as they sweetly dream'd. 

Hie Tcngeful foe is come ! 

** Hie morning broke ; but Ssukies* eye 
Ne'er kx>k*d again on dappled sky— 
For every hesrt that beat at eve, 
Ere dawning light, had ceased to heave ; 
And not a tongue was left to tell, 
How Saukies fought or Saukies felL** 

Shuuktonga ceased :— In murmuring stndiii 
Tlie circling dance b^^ again ; 
And when the whoop proclaim'd its closer 
CSatawba, midst the clamour rose. 
From Erie's shore, where islands ^read 
Uke wampum belt across its head. 
He came,— «iid thus, in numbers rude, 
Loudly the varying song renew'd. 

** Oft in my youth I used to take 
Advent*rou8 course across the lake, 

From isle to island plying ; 
Nor fear*d, when fierce the tempest shook 
Far in some cove or rocky nook. 
Where billow never roll*d its way, 
My light canoe would find a bay, 

And all in peace be lying. 

« What led me o'er the distant wave ? 
What led me thus the storm to brave ? 

'Twas Unadilla's love : 
l^^mi's Chief, her warlike sire. 
Received me at his friendly fire, 

And did my suit approve. 



i 



** I aooglit her OB die rocky dM^ *^ 
Where abe was wont to wn^ my lUir 

Skiimning the waten fleets— 
And wheie^ with ornaments and ikiny 
She now prepared the mockasiB 

TodedL Catawba's leet. 

« I stole aloBg, wiA sflent paee. 
And paused a momcnft just to trace 

Her features through the shad^ 
When, rushing firom tiie other side^ 
A youth, amy*d in warlike pride. 

His bold appearance made. 

*< With eager joy and greeting warm 
I saw him fold her yielding form«— 

My jealous brain tum'd 'round ; 
Ere yet the quick embrace could part. 
My hssty arrow pierced his heart-^ 

His plumage kiss*d the grounds 

« She tum*d, and saw the fatal bow 

Whose rsshnesB laid the warrior low, 
And cried, in anguish wild, 

< Ah ! ify, Catawba, fly the deed ; 

Not unrevenged can Wattou bleed- 
He was Miami's child !' 

** Already rush'd the impatient crowd 
To greet the youth, with clamours loud. 

Just come firom field of fimie : 
I dared not seek a parting sigh, 
I tam'd, but not in feai^-to fly ; 

i fled to hide my shame. 

« My lingering baric, iritfa idle oir. 
Source plied ahog the rocky shor^— 
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Watching tb^ juttiDg' cliff above,— 
What well known fonn was seen to move ? 
'Twas Unadilla*8 step advanced : 
Around an anxious eye she glanced ; 
When, from a point, was seen to shoot 
A bark, as if in quick pursuit. 
I heeded not its fast approach— 
I saw her foot too far encroach. 

As if to urge my flight : 
Methought the crumbling rodL gave way<— 
Kind Manitou the ruin stay !— - 

I closed my aching sight. 

** The crash and plunge in silence died — 
The rippling wave spread fiur and wid^ 
At last my distant bark it shook ; 
I raised my head with trembling look*— 

And all was calm again : 
All thoughtless of pursuer's course, 
I darted off with frantic force, 

As if to fly from pain. 

** My single arm an isle had near*d. 
Before the stronger bark appear'd. 

Driven -on with foaming speed ; 
'Twas then, with lagging strength, my mio 
First waked to peril yet bdund. 

And roused to sense of heed. 

• 
« I prged ray way round rocky cape. 
By sheltering bay to make escape. 
And, ere their bark my skiff could reach, 
Its b'ghter prow had struck the beach, 

And I was in the wood : 
In vengful haste through thickest shade. 
O'er swelling knoU and rocky glade, 

3I7 steps were close pursued. 
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** Fast galn'd tiiey on my failiiig pace- 
Like banters urgii^ on the cbase, 

More near became their bound ; 
When on my padi, a refuge cave* 
Yawn*d wide, as if a wretch to save,-^ 

I plunged beneath the ground : 
The cloven rocks a passage gave 

Within the dark profound, 
Where died away each passing sound. 

" I sunk on moist and rocky bed ; 
To dreaming lands my spirit fled. 

And left behind its grief,— 
Again my Unadilla lived,— 
Aod smiled again, his son revived-— 
The old Miami Chief. 

** But O ! what horrors when I woke ! 
Ko gleam of light around me broke— 

*Twas thickest daikness all ; 
And nought disturt>*d the dlence deep 
That throu^ the cavern held its sleep, 
Save mournful drops, the roof might weep, 

Scarce sounding in their fall. 

** Catawba was not used to quake. 
But living death like this m!^ shake 
The stoutest heart : I sought some ray 
That might reveal the entering way ; 
Through many a diasm and lengtben'd arch 
I groped in wild and desperate seardi, 
Now stumbling o*er the brittle stones 
Crumbling at touch like mouldering bonea^ 

* There ii a cave in the itiand of Putin-Bay, which baa 
heen the sul^ect of nmch adrnkation, on account dT lU A- 
Bunakmi and beauUftil stalactites. 



46 OMTWA. 

Now faUiiif in some nlent itKAin 
Ne'er known to breeze or daylight beam- 
Till hopeless^ fiunt, and fiantic grown, 
I laid my wearied body down 

In deqp and calm despair : 
I call'd on death —when O ! methoii|^t 
My bare and fever'd bosom cau^ 

Some breath of upper air ! 
I moYed— and soon a glimmering ray 
Led back my steps again to day.*' 

Catawba ceased.— And thus the song 
And dance and feast the hours prolong : 
Each chief his wild adventure told 
In hunt, in love, or battle bold ; 
And daylight, rolling down the heaven. 
Had touch'd the forest-brow of even. 
When rose Kaskaskia from his plac^ 
And call'd to aims the Erie race. 
The revels sunk : Each bow was strung. 
And quiver o'er eadi shoulder flung. 
And every chie^ in warlike mood. 
Before his warriors ready stood-— 
Their gay crests tossing mid the green. 
As foam upon the dark waves seen. 
At first lead off the wily scout ; 
When every band took up its routo 
In single line, with heedful pace. 
Leaving behind no treacherous trace. 
On bou^h or bush or bending grasa 
That might reveal the secret past.' >■ 

« At the end of the esve aHudfld tob tliere if • UMe 
or watiT, 10 ptUudd and impsrtoilMbly ckpr* is aesro 
appear diftinct tana the incumbent ftmoipbere : It k 
when a pdMe or other thing it thrown Into it, that thi 
•bttvaaiihei. 
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lius fled the iii|^t. No Mand betnqr'd 
liat thousands iiiarcfa*d beneath its shade ; 
Lnd mildly shone the noon and stars, 
ks earth were sleeping free from wan. 
lie march was stay*d at bri^iteQiag dawn ; 
far in the forest's depths withdrawn/— 
ill, sare the scouts, in stillness lay* 
nil night again concealed the w^. 



lie moon had gone, and darkest hour 
lad lost already half its power, 
knd fiiintest gleam, like scouting spy, 
^as stealing up the morning sky, 
¥hen fonmost chief deep sounds could bear 
liat spoke Niag*ra*s thunders near. 
it once a nole^ that foe would deem 
!^ought but the night bird's piercing scream^ 
^as heard aiar : at signal sound, 
£sdi chief and warrior sunk to ground, 
iVhen every leaf return*d to rest, 
^nd sprung no more the grass depre88*d, 
\nd stillness trembled through the air- 
is never man had trampled there. 

Twas Ontwa now advanced alone : 

To him the foeman's look wa» known ; 

fknd, skill'd in signs of forest track — 

Fbe grass bent dovm— die twigs thrown back ; 

To him was given die task to trace 

The foeman*s path and lurking place.-* 

if ith vrreathi H leaves twined round my brow. 

To look like waving bush or bough, 

[ stole along :— as day advanced, 

k keener gaie around was glanced 
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Hiat hr tlirmigfa diickest foliage sees, 
WhiU mj quiet ear caught every breeae, 
nil pawing sounds were heard no more. 
Lost in Niag*rs's swelling roar. 
Soon, as I i^sod in covert dark 
An opening in the wood to mark, 
Methought I saw a foeman spy, 
*Mong8t skirting trees, pass swiftly by : 
I watch*d his step— full near he came. 
When true was made my arrow's aim : 
He fell :-^uid, with his ngnal crest 
And well-knovm arms and wampum dres( 
I launch*d again on bolder route, 
Secure to pass'for foeman's scout. 

Soon on the wood-crown*d plain and heig 
, I caught of foe imperfect sight, 
Deep hid by mask of bou^is and leaves 
That dl but keenest eye deceives. 
Then unobserved, now here, now there, 
I hover*d round their secret lair,-— 
Noted each glade, recess, and pUh 
That might conduct the battle's wrath. 
And give direction or disguise 
To bold attack or dark surprise : 
Then do£Sng arms and crest of slain. 
Triumphant darted back again. 
« Poor scout," I said^<< my dart laid lo^ 
Long thy return may wait the foe, 
And while they chide thy lagging pace, 
Vengeance may reach their lurking place- 
And Erie come, by Ontwa led, 
Tlirough paths thy fidlen crest betray'd.** 

Now woke Kaskaakia's signal sound— 
At once the warriors rise around : 
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He l>ade them wreath their brows with grceo, ^ 

That 'they might ape the verdant scene. 

** No sound will wake the foeroan's ear, 

Fill'd with Niagara's thunders near ; 

And still inactive they may lie 

Waiting their slow returning spy. 

Who, low by Ontwa*s arrow laid. 

Now sleeps at rest in yonder glade : 

Their coverts reach'd, let bush or tree 

The ambush of each Erie be, 

mi wily whoop sliall cause the foe, 

Thoughtless of harm, his crests to show. 

Then, when from lurking place they rise 

And stand unmask *d before our eyes. 

Let then the feather *d vengeance wake. 

And every dart its victim take ; 

And lest some l>arb should vainly speed. 

Let the dark club pursue the deed — 

Till every spot where foeman stood 

Shall bear a corpse, and float in blood : 

Know, the triumphant hour is nigh. 

For the Great Spirit of the sky. 

As he rush*d by amid the storm. 

Did thus Kaskaskia*s soul inform :«— > 

Never shall Erie lose the fieldj 

While foe shall desert weapon wield/* 



The star of day was just descending, 
Its lustre still to vaponrs lending 
That high above Niag'ra hung. 
And down reflected brightness flung; 
On dark abyss and forest shade, 
And tvrilight in its march delay *d ; 

C 
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When, all unseen, the Erie bands ^ 
Had seued their close and ambush'd'^tandi 
And lowly croiich*d with listening eaf. 
Waiting the signal whoop to hear.—* 
The pause' was deep,— and, save the roar 
Of rumbling waters tumbling o*er 
The torrent's steep, no sound was heard 
That aught the calm of twilight stirr'd. 



At last the whoop deceptive 
At once leapM up a thousand foes 
From tree and bush and lowly shrub. 
With bended bow, and lifted club^ 
Casting around an anxious eye, 
As asking— whence the battle-cry ? 
From viewless bows, a plumed shower 
Burst forth from covert shade and bower. 
As if each leaf, by sudden art. 
Had been transform'd to barbed dart. 
And fierce and fatal answer sped. 
That laid full many a foeman dead. 
As peal succeeds the lightning's flash. 
So sudden burst the battle's crash : 
With direst whoop, from ambush'd place^ 
On rush'd the vengeful Erie race ; 
And, ere the dart had spent its force. 
Pursued with club its bloody course- 
Renewing oft the mortal blow 
On rising and on sinking foe ; 
Till every crest was seen to stoop. 
That rose to view at wily whoop. 

Then died the tumult of the fight ; 

The moon look'd down with broken light. 

And fitful shone on victor crest, 

And vanquish*d, sunk ia dreamless rest : 



WhUe rote anew Niag'ra's jar. 
As if to fill the pause of war. 
Lies every foeman bleeding there ?— 
Or whence the whoops that rend the air ? 
'Tis Saranacy with mightier host, 
Who comes — unfelt the thousands lott-^ 
To wake again thf battle's rage : 
On, on we rush— again engage ! 
This was no wavering, yielding fray, 
That wounds and blood might soon allay ; 
*Twas conflict fierce—- now deadly grown— 
Whose fury death could end alone.— > 
While the full quiver gave its store. 
The arrowy storm was seen to pour: 
Then closed the fight with deeper yell. 
And ponderous clubs together fell. 
And, while the crash to crash succeeds. 
More deep the reeking battle bleeds. 
At last the desperate struggle came 
Of vigorous frame lock*d in with frame- 
When closed the fierce and frantic grasp, 
That only broke with ltfe*s last gasp : 
The moon oft shining thro* the gloom. 
Would glimpses give of sinking plume. 
Of writhing form, and drooping head. 
And thousands cold on gory b^. 
The clouds pass'd off the fiice of heaven. 
And back the fainting foe was driven ! 
A moment stay*d Kaskaskia*s foot. 
Lest ambush wait the quick pursuit,— 
When, bursting from a viewless cloud. 
Quick peals of thunder, sharp and loud, 
From height behind the foemen broke, 
And darting tar its fatal stroke- 
Like* Areooski*s shrouded wrath. 
Spread death and tenor o*er its path.' 
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The trembUn^ Eries shrunk agfaait ! 
*Twa8 the Great Spirit sent the blast. 
And bade them yidd to foes the field 
^Vho thus could Heaven's own thunden 
They sunk to earth, with fears subduec 
Alone erect, Kaskaskia stood. 
The moon beam*d full upon his brow. 
Of more than mortal sternness now. 
While, kindling 'neath her gentle bean 
His eye sent back its fiercest gleam,— 
As it would quench the light which shi 
On £rie's g^atness overthrown,-— 
Or ask the cloudless skies, whence cam 
This thunder, wrappM in smoke and £ 
Again along the wood it peals !— 
Kaskaskia's lofty plumage reels ! 
Through unseen wound, in gushing flo 
His ample breast sends forth its blood 
Long the red earth the torrent drinks. 
Ere yet that lofty plumage sinks : 
At liat it falls,— like hanging rock. 
That slowly yields to lightning's shock 
Till prop and hold and all are gone;, 
Then sinks, in majesty, alone. 

The battle swept along,— it passM ; 
And wearied carnage sunk at last : 
While, rising o*er the reeking plain, 
Niag'ra swelFd his din again, 
Hush'd the last groans the dying gave 
And rung o*er Erie's bloody grave.— 

« The inezpcrieDoed savages, when they first 
report of fire^irmi, supposed those who used tihem ( 
than mortals, and made no resistance to what the 
to be the wrath ofthc Great Spirit. 
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The morning came, and curving rays 
Bedeck*d anew the torrent's haze ; 
But £rie*s eye was quench'd in night : 
Save Ontwa*»— none saw morning light,-'— 
A lonely captive— spared to grace 
Hie feast of triumph o*er his rac^ 
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'* The day passed o*er the scene of blood. 
And night again hung o*er the wood ; 
But other scenes than strife and war 
Now caught the light of moon and star. 
As sunk the sun, the victors rose, 
Refresh'd by rest since battle's close. 
And rous'd the feast of sacrifice :— 
For with the morning Ontwa dies. 
Beneath an oak, on rising ground. 
Fast to the trunk, by osiers bound. 
The victim sat : while fierce and loud, 
Spread far and near the circling crowd : 
A central fire' curFd high in air, 
And, darting 'round a ruddy glare. 
Bright on the inner circle glow*d, 
The distant throng mcMre dimly sbow*d. 
And ting'd the pile with gloomy light 
Which, stood before the captive's sight- 
Waiting but mom's enkindling breath. 
To light down Ontwa's soul to death. 

Sped on the feast and revelry : 
llie dance oft wheel'd around the tree^ 
The flaming brand was often sent. 
And bow in idk mockery bent : 
But nought the soul of Ontwa shook— « 
He answer*d all vrith scornful took ; 
And thus, amid the insulting throng, 
Baised high and bold his victim-song i 
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" Think not Ontwa*s spirit shaken ; 
Fear can ne*er a throb awaken-^ 
Though this form be captive taken. 

Still his soul is free. 
All your fiery torments scorning. 
Pleased he sees the pile adorning. 
Which shall send him, with the morning. 

Sire and friends to see. 

'* What Uiougfa Erie low be lying-— 
And no voice ^will e'er be crying 
For revenge of Ontwa dying ! 

Still his soul wili boast : 
Where yon vultures now are feeding. 
Many a foeman's corse lies bleeding : 
Given by Ontwa*s dart theur speeding ;•— 

These revenge his ghost. 

*' Stars of heaven ! why still ascending ? 
Would your lights were downward bending, 
Would the shades of night were ending, 

And the day begun. 
By delightful rivers staying, 
Erie's gather'd bands are straying, 
Chiding Ontwa's long delaying-— 

Would the night wene done !" ' 

Thus, while around the revels rung. 

My song of death was proudly sung :-* 

A fiery juice, by white men given. 

Oft through the feast and dance was driven, 

And loud and fierce the tumult grew ; 

No rest the forest echoes knew 

From whoop and yell, till midnight hour 

Descended with its drowsy power. 

And falling on the crowd around 

Laid ibem in shupbers on. the ground. 
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All, saye the guard of Ootwa, slept ! 
E'en that but €tful watching kept ; 
And with continued languor prest. 
Sunk down, at last, among the rest. 

Th^ downward moon now gently shoo^ 
On Ontwa*s waking eye alone ; 
The fire, unfed, descended low, 
And shed but weak and flickering glow^ 
While scarce the dying coals awoke. 
Beneath the dew-drop from the oak— ^ 
Caught by some leaf in silence tbe«ek 
And sent down glittering through the air^ 
*Twas stillness all, save broken scream 
Hiat sometimes burst from warrior's drean 
As if anew tlie battle raged. 
And all his dreaming thoughts engaged. 

Viewing the scene with vacant e^e, 
Now fix'd on earth, now on the sky. 
With rising soul> whos^ flight was borne 
Far o*er the fate of coming mom. 
And mix'd already with the bands 
Of Erie, risen in happier lands,— 
In dreaming thoughtful ness I sunk. 
Half slumbering 'gainst the tree's dark trui 
Till fancy, 'mid the light and shade 
That underneath the foliage play'd. 
Pictured a form, like vision bright, 
Kow hovering near, now far from sight ; 
As if some spirit, sent to bear 
My soul away, were waiting there. 
Nearer and nearer yet it drew— 
IKd fancy still deceive my view ? 
The moon sent forth a brighter beam. 
That lyroke the shadows of my dream ;-r-! 



' Tis she ! that beam her fotm betrajs-* 
'Twas fair Oneyda met my gaie ! 

The ever watchful dog, that heard 
Her near approadi, a moment sttrr'd, 
A moment view'd her, as she ttood 
Like spirit lost amid the wood-*- 
Then crouch*d again with chiding whioe^ 
As if awaked by moon-beam's shine. 
With wary kx>k, and listening ear 
That paused each trembling sound to hear. 
And foot whose fall would scarce disturb 
The dew that stood on leaf and herb, 
Through the prone guard around that lay—* 
She made her light and cautious way. 
Why starts that warrior from his doze ? 
'Twas but a restless dreapi of fpes * 
That roused him from his earthy bpd* 
Where soon again he bows his hea4 ; 
And as tlie murm'ring sounds subndey 
Oneyda stands at Ontwa's side. 
Delight and wonder chain*d my tongue, 
While o*er my captive form she hung ; 
And thus, as with a trembling hand 
She loosed the osier's knotty band, 
And then, with bright entreating eye 
And earnest gesture bf|de me fly. 
Silent and lost in gase of love, 
I felt nor wish nor power to move : 
She seized my hand, and led the way. 
Where prostrate guard and warriors lay. 
With scattered darts and slacken'd bow— 
That told tl|e Erie race was low. 

She pi^use4 when deep within the shade :— 
♦* Now dy, young warrior ! fly"— she said ; 
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<< Urge through the dark thy rapid ffigfat. 
Nor feu pursuit till morning light : 
My hand the drowsy drink prepared. 
Which lull'd to rest thy watchful guard ; 
Now low among the crowd o*erthrown. 
They'll find too late the victim flown. 
liast of a race — now lost in war f 
Seek out some new and brighter star : 
And when thou sleep'st beneath its beam. 
Let far Oneyda share thy dream.' 



*t 



Can Ontwa paint her simple 
Her slender form, and lovely face. 
Which only half its beauty showed, 
So wildly loose her dark locks flow*d. 
The tear that dimm*d her glist*ning eye. 
When she would bid the wanderer fly ?— «^ 
The sinking moon with pleased delay 
Glanced on her charms a mellow ray, 
And 8how*d on robe and features fi^r 
The dew, and brighter tear-drop^ there.— 
Did Ontwa then alone depart ? 
Ah ! no. I cried, with ^flsh heart, 
" Sweet blossom of the wild ! thy hands 
Have sever*d Ontwa's captive bands. 
But vainly dost thou set him free. 
When still bis heart is bound to thee : 
The osier bond no longer holds, 
But wreath of love has stronger folds. 
O ! thott bright vision of my sleep. 
Ere Ontwa's eyes had leam'd to weep-* 
Thou, whom I thought a star from heaven^ 
Or spirit by the blue wave given, 
When watching o'er thy morning rest 
I placed the wild rose on thy tureast— ^ 
O ! whither, now, ihall OntWa turn ? 
His country* s fires no bnger burn : 
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Of home ahd sire and kiodred reft, 

What baa the lonely wanderer left-~ 

If thou, Oneyda, scorn his love, 

And send him forth alone to rove ? 

My death-song had been proudly sunjg. 

My soul like nervous bow was strung. 

And waited with impatient smile 

The burning of the fatal pile. 

Whose mam-enkindling flames would close 

Over the last of Erie's woes. 

T\liat drew my qpirit back to earth ?— 

'Twas form of more than Indian birth. 

Such charms as Ontwa never knew. 

For never such in desert grew. 

£rie*s red daughters long had sigh!d 

To melt this bosom's icy pride, 

But till I saw Oneyda*s face 

I never loved but sportive chase ; 

Then wilt thou forth the wanderer send. 

Bereft of hame and sire and ftiend ? 

When thou, Oneyda— wouldst thou roam. 

Might be his friend, bis sire and home.' 
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** Too weU, bold youth ! thou know'st the art 

To win with flattering tongue the hearty 

And fiur too willing thou hast found 

My ear to listen to the sound : 

Prize not .too high this fairer face. 

Which owes its hues to white man's xace ; 

Learn that Oneyda's mother came 

From distant shores of Gallic name,— 

In former wars, her home subdued. 

By savage foe and death pursued, 

To Saranac she owed her life ; 

And, in return, became his wife : 

JSre twice the forest bloom had fled, 

■She 9uak within her narrow bed— 
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Whence her lorn soul return'd again 
To hover o*er her native plain. 
*Tivas from her milk Oneyda drew 
The snows that gave this brighter hue, 
*Twa3 all of Gallia's race she gave ; 
The rest was buried in her grave.— 
But why detain ?— O f quickly haste, 
Kor more the precious moments waste : 
Nay — why delay ?— ''lis all in vain ; 
*Twere easy this weak heart to gain-^ 
But soon, by Saranac*s command, 
Will Wey win claim Qneyda's hand j 
A warlike chief— by sire approved. 
Though never by Oneyda loved : 
Yet hadst not Mou— but hark ! methoughl 
My ear the sound of tumult caught! 
It is ! they find the captive flown ! 
O, fly ;— yet stay— ah, yes, begone; 
For should Oneyda share thy way, 
*Twould but thy fleeter step delay. '^ 

• 

The tumult rose. — " On, on," she cried^ 
'^ And may my mother's spirit guide. "-^ 
We darted forward through the glade. 
And soon were lost in distant shade-— 
Where not a sound came on the wind. 
To say pursuit was still behind. 



«* Here, my Oneyda, rest thy feet. 
No eye will find this fer retreat : 
Here on this bank shalt thou repose, 
Shelter*d from sun, secure from foes. 
While o*^r thy deep and weary sleep, 
Ontwa ^all watchful sentry keep.**-^ 
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On flowefy bank fatigued she sank. 

Where hunted deer full often drank-— 

Perhaps, like us. no longer fearing 

The lost pursuer's re-appearing, 

** With thee, young warrior ! thee so near. 

What has Oneyda*8 heart to fear ? 

My infant ears could scarce rejoice 

When wont to hear a moliier's voice ; 

For scarce they caught her note of love, 

Ere her pure soul was borne above : 

But still, methinks, I never hung 

On sweetness of a mother's tongue. 

With half the rapture I incline 

To catch the gentle sounds of thine. 

O, when I lived among the crowd, 

Where hundred warriors round me bow*d, 

Now giving fruit of hunting toil. 

And now the nobler battle-spcnl ; 

When every morn my cabin door 

Was hung with flowers and verdure o*er. 

And bloom of spring and summer's sweet 

Were off^r'd at Oneyda's feet ; , 

My bosom never knew a blis»— > 

It scarce e'er dreamt of joy*-like this. 

Here by this still and lonely stream 

My soul shall wake its sweetest dream^ 

And when we rise to fly again 

For refyge in some distant plain, 

O ! may Oneyda's vigour prov^ 

Firm and unwearied in her love,' 
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On bed of flowers, by Ontwa made. 
Her drooping charms she gently laid ; 
And oft her lumbers check 'd to raise 
A glance that ever met my gaze ; 
HU visions quench'd their quivering light, 
Aa clpi/df steal o*er the stars o£ m^l. 
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O ! what * diarin to loyer*s eye 

Have beauties that in elumber lie, 

'When, all confiding, they are given 

To faith, that's watch'd alone by Heaven -. 

In trusting innocence she slept, 

While love the sacred vigil kept. 

The trembling lip and heaving breast 
Oft spoke the fears that broke her rest ; 
And oft she'd cry, in dreaming fright, 
** Fly, Ootwa ! why delay our flight? 
Metbinks 'tis Weywin's dart I see 
Its vengeful barb is aim'd at thee." 
^* Sweet sleeper ! calm thy vision's fear ; 
Is not thy watchful warrior near ? 
The forest sleeps beneath the sun, 
The lonely waters calmly run. 
And scarce the insect flutters *round, 
I^est it should wake thee with its sound* 
Soon as thy broken slumbers end, 
Again our course afiur we'll bend, 
liaunch our light bark, and reftige take 
In fiiendlier regions o'er the lake : 
There, where Ohio's waters press 
Their silent way through wilderness. 
But echo, as diey wind along. 
Only the bird's w hunter's song, 
On some lone border of the wild, 
I'll shelter thee^ thou snowy child !** 

The evening sun, descending low^ 

His level beuns began to throw 

Beneath the trees, which stretch'd their shade 

JLJke giant limbs through lengthau'd glades,*- 

When, starting from b«r flowery bed, 

Oneyda wildly ndaed her head. 
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And, still half dreaming, bent her ear 
As if she thought pursuers near. 
" Ah ! no^'twas all a dream. But oh I 
Methought I saw fierce Weywin*s bow 
Aiming at thee its vengeful dart : 
It sped,-^ut struck Oneyda's heart. 
The pang was dreadful, but methought 
I would again the dart have caught, 
Again severer pangs have braved. 
Were life of Ontwa to be saved. -» 
But hark ! I hear a step advance !•— 
*Tishe!— *Tis Weywin's fiery glanc»— 
And bended bow'*—- And to my breast. 
With fatal haste, she frantic presto— 
Her warning dream, alas ! too true,— 
For then the vengeful arrow flew ! 
Her warm blood o*er my bosom gush'd, 
As from her wound the torrent rush'd, 
While yet her eye, with ray intense^ 
Beam'd forth its dying eloquence ; 
And ere the smile had left her cheek. 
Which still of partii^ love would speal^ 
Her soul of snowy hue had flown,— > 
And left me in this world alone. 

The day went down on Ontwa*s grief : 
He saw nor foeman's tribe nor diief 
Drawn by the signal whoop around. 
As Weywin gave the fatal wound.— 
The victor chief tore off his plume : 
His wailing tribe sat down in gloom : 
But chief nor tribe could ever know 
The depth of Ontwa*s silent woe.— > 
Three days, the murmuring stream pursued 
Its course along the mournful wood. 
Echoing the notes of plaintive song, 
That tM tbe acnows of the throug— • 



'When 'oMifa ■ witloir's drooping iha 
Wilhin bor nUTOw houie, wbb laid 
Tht loved Ooe; da. * 



What now bad Ontwa left on MMh ?- 
Ixmelf he roK, and natider'd forth : 
His wand'ring*— but, of wliat avail 
To lengthen out m; loournful tale ?— 
I.ed b; the love of one dear name, 
1 KMiglit the land of white raen'i &mc 
And linger'd jean about their fires. 
Where ilepC, tnethougbt, her mother's 
The stranger worid before me roae. 
But gave no rest to Ontwa's won ^ 
I sougfat the desert wild again. 
But the rude scenes revived my pain 
And bere mj worn and wearied ieet 
Have come to seek their last retreat ; 
And here stands Ontwa'a wither'd gpri 
Hanging like dry and quivering tcaf, 
Hut waits rrom heaven but fainteit b 
To break its bold, and link in death. 
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ribe following Ilhistratioiw ot the pnctdkag woik hm 
en extracted from the private MS& of Lewi* Caw, Eiq.. 
Goremor of the Territory of Michigan. It ia warcay ne. 
oeaaary to inform the public, that he has been for aevwal 
yean, ex officio, the •uperintendant of pumerous tribta of 
Indiana, or to recall to mind hia recent extensive tour totfie 
•oiircea of the ]ffi«iadppi, in ordor to give a value and inter- 
«rt to hia obaervatiooa on aboriginal mbieGta. The nowlty 
and varie^ of the fiMts theie iUuatratioM exhibit, must no- 
der them imnortant to the curious ; and if they at the tame 
time show, ttiat the work to which thev areappended— m the 
deMariptive parts at lewst^has leodveci its impwiona ftom 
lealities rather than fhmi imagination, they may give it • 
character higher than that of a mere work of flctioiL^ 

K<^^*twiM a spirit mild and meek 
That ofaijects less suUime would se^: 
I sought the Indian of the wild. 
Nature's forlorn and roving child. 

Page 10, line IS, %c. 

Early and strenuous eflbrts were made by the V n n d k f 
convert the Indians to dvilisation and Christianity, TIm 
lealous missionaries of the Roman Catholic religioa carried 
the cross inte the most remote radons which were then 
known. ErtaMishments for this purpose were formed at Ml- 
chiUmadcinac, at L* Arbre Crocfae, at St Josq>h%, at Orten 
Bay, aad at other places. The ofajei^ was p d ro s ecut ed with 
seal, industry and talents, worthy of more permanent su c ce ss 
than has attended these labours. The diffifnitiee, dangers 
and privations, whUh must have aoonnqianied this intense 
and v<Auntary devotion of tiieir livea, to the moral and phy- 
sical meiionition of our aboriginal inhabitants, ean be fUUy 
ai^nedated by diose only who are able to form some estimate 
of the condition and character of the country, at Uiat eeity 
period. There was a generous selMevotedneas in thtie 
fpostles of Loyola, which nothing gouU have Inspind^ biit 
theinteiisity of their zeal |U)d their entire ri)>tncM«» fl^W 
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an penooal oon^entiona. To suffer in a valued cause, and 
wfaoi •urrounded by those who sympathize with the martyr, 
whether he be the victim of rdigious or political intoleranoe, 
doei not require the strcmgest e£R>rt of human resolutioiti— 
danmer and Russell, no doubt, sought and found consola- 
tion In the nature of the causes for which they respectively 
sliArad and died. Hie circumstances of the tames had ex- 
elted their feelings to an devation propcnrtioned to the crWs 
Ia which eadi of them was placed, and thdr martyrdom was 
•een and applauded and lamented by thousands. But in tfit 
idltode of the forest, removed firom every trace of civiliia> 
ttOB, and surrounded by ruthless savages, these holy man 
bad no crowds of witnesses, no power/Ul and temporary bursU 
«C enthusiasm, no imposing external circumstances, to sup> 
port them fan the hour of flanger and of death. Hie authen. 
tie leeotds of their misssonary labours show, that they wert 
ndblectad to every danger and privationi which savage ma- 
lignity- could devise, or which human resignation could en- 
dure; and many of them were murdered at the foot of the 
altar. No traces of their laborious exotions can now be dis. 
covered, in tiie manners or morals of th e In^ans. The hand 
oftfanehas swept away the teacher and the neophyte; and 
"nothing now remains to show, that the standard of Christ!, 
anity haswver waved amid the dark forests of our country. 

The IcsscHM of experience upon this sut>iect are too import 
ant to be disregarded. In the zealous efibrts, which are now 
■oaUng, to mdiorate the condition of the Indians, we have 
■meh to learn from the history of the progress and result of 
the same experiment, which was made by the Jesuits. We 
cauMt brtag to the task more fervid seal, more profound ta. 
lents, moie extensive or varied acquirements, nor probably a 
deeper knowledge of the prindples of human nature. But, 
so fiur as nspeets any permanent or valuable impression, they 
have wholly Adled. Very few of the Indians profess any at- 
tachment to the Christian reUgion ; and of those who make 
this profession, there is not probably one whose knowledge is 
not confined to the imposing rites and external ceremonies of 
the Catholic cburdi. A more vivid impression appears to 
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tevetan uftde upon the Wjrudoti, than opon Any Mhcni 
aid thejr lacm i a d, fiir a kmg«r tenn than any other trlhe^ 
taKca of the inddktigalile exertkma oTtbeir ipiritualflithan 
Bni even with them, niperior u tiiey are in iirtdleetual en. 
davmenm and placed by their local aituftion in contact with 
a Catholic eommunity, the 8ut(ject is finrgftttan; or, if r» 
, itii remesnbered onlyby a fewaged anddeercpkl 
like other traditionary tegendi of their nation. 
Fottnnately fbr the cause of humanity, and fbr the dle< 
duBge of the great moral debt wldch we owe to tlile wlwr. 
able laoe of beingi, deep interest has lately been esdtednpoi 
thia hnportant subject. A spirit of inquiry has awakened 
wrUch cannot but pvodooe benefidal results. The «Miga 
ttooa wnder which we are placed, as an enliglitened anc 
Christian community, to teach our wretdbed neighboonthi 
Maasi ngs of ciyiUsation and Christianity, ire unhrenally M 
and acknowledged. We have driven them fkom the Atlan 
tic to the SfississippL Our forefirtbers, who landed upon thii 
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continent, found them'numerbus, high spirited, and power 
fuL They are now few, depressed, weak, and miserable.- 
For the fiur pos se s si o ns which once were thdrs, let ns givi 
tiwrn a more predous inheritance :— a gradual partidpatiai 
in those blessings, natural and intellectual, civil and nBgioip 
which have fiillen to our lot 

There is reason to believe, that the fidlure of the Jesoifa 
was owing to the princi^es upon whidi t^dr qterationswen 
oandueted* rather tiian to any intrinsic and insuperable dif 
Acuities in the direct itself. It is easy to teach an Indian U 
tamgLj with the external forms of the diurch; and he taxi 
flttke the sign of the cross, when he has no ideas, practioa 
or lyeculative, uppn themomentons subifect which akme give 
impoctance to theee ceremonies. Any diange, to be perma 
sent, muet be gradual and general. IVe must teadi the In 
dians, by their own observaUons, tfie value of our institu 
tkms. We must induce them to abandon their present er. 
latic life, and to establish them permanently. We mue 
eonrince them that the scanty and precarious subtislflnce 
which ia now furnished by the chase, will be ao({a)x«d 'wSJJ 
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liM ton and more certainty, by the labour of agrieultoe.-^ 
We muit teach them, above all, the value of separate and 
cxdiuhreproperty— the cardinal prindple in our own attempti 
upon this subject. In fact their physical and moral improve* 
aent must be contemporaneous : each will alternately act as 
Mose and eflbcC 

If this great cause be placed in proper hands, and prose, 
eiited inth seal and judgment proportioned to its impwtanoi^' 
we may safely anticipate a suocessAil result But it mint be 
Uie work of time and labour. It cannot be accomplislied 
■peedily or easily. Inveterate habits must be eradicated, 
strong pr^udices encountered, and the feelings and opinioni 
of a whxAe race of human beings entirely changed, befirae 
cemplete success can attend our exertions. But such a biood* 
lass victory would be more important to the character of our 
country, than the most wiguinary Ui»(tle which stains the 
fUgei of history. 

Through rocky isles, whose bolder fbrass 
Still chafed and f^tter'd down by storms. 
And, worn to steeps of varjring shape 
That architectural orders ape. 
Show ruin'd column, arch, and niche, 
^ And waU's dilapidated breach. 

Page 11, Unell,^. 

Vpon the southern coast of Lake Superior, about fifty miles 
from the £sll8 of St Blary's, are the immense precipitous clifl^ 
called by thevoyageurs LePortail, and the ** Pictured rocks.*' 
This name has been givra to them^ ^ consecjuence of the 
diAarent ^^aranc^ whic^ they present to the ^yellef , as 
|ie passes thdr ba9e in his canoe. It requires little aid Arom 
the imagination to discern in them the castellated tower, the 
lofty dom^ spires and pinnacles, and every sublime, gro. 
tesque, or fimtastic shape, which the genius of architecture 
has ever invented, lliese cliift are an unbroken mass oi 
rocks rising to an elevation of three hundred feet above the 
level of the Lake, and stretching alpng the coast fo]r fifteen 
miles. The voyageurs never pass this cqast except in the 
ijBDst profound cQlm ; and th« Indians, before they make the 
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fttempt, oflbr thdr accustomed obtetkmi, to pro|iAtiato tiM 
hmmtr of their Manitous. The eye instioctiT^ lendMi 
doog this eternal rampart for a single place of aeourity i-4Nit 
the apa i ch is vain* With an impasMble barrier of rock on 
one aide, and an interminable expanse of wat» on the other, 
a aadden storm upcm the lake would as inevitably insure de« 
itnicHoD to the passenger in bis frail canoe, as if ha were on 
tte brink of the cataract of Niagara. The rode itself is a 
wndstosie, which is disintegrated, by the continued action of 
thevrater, with comparative facility. There are no brokan 
masars upon which the eye can rest and find relief. Tfie 
lake la so deep that these masses, as they are torn firam the 
IK C clpi c^ are concealed beneath its waters until they are re- 
dooed to sand. The action of the waves has undermined 
every projecting point ; and there the immense predi^ 
reata upon ardies, and the foundation is intersected by ca- 
verns extending in every direction. When we passed thia 
mighty Csbric of nature, the wind was still and the lake catan. 
But even the slight motion of the waves, which in the most 
profound calm States these internal seas, swept through the 
deep caverns with the noise of distant thundCT, and died up- 
on the ear, as it rolled forward in the dark recesses Inaeees- 
riUe to hiunan observation : no sound more melancholy or 
more awful ever vibrated upon Human nerves. It has left an 
impression, which neither time nor distance can ever eflhee. 
Besting in a frail bark canoe upon the limpid waters of the 
lake, we seemed almost suspended in air— so pdlucid is the 
cienent upon whkih we floated. In gaaing upon the tower- 
ii^ battlements which impended over us, and tarn which 
tile smallest firagment would have destroyed us, we IMt, 
and felt intensely, our own insignificance No situation 
can be imagined more appalling to the courage, or more 
bumbling to the pride of man. We appeared like a small 
speck upon the face of creation. Our whole party, In- 
dians and voyageurs, and soldiers and officers, and savans, 
oontenHplated in mute astonishment the awfiil display of 
creative power, at •9fhme base we hung } and no sound broke 
upon the ear, to inleRiq>t the ceaselos roaxlngof tYk« '««\»t». 
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No iplendid otliedral, no tcnqtle bunt with 1 
BO pomp ttmnaUp, ooiild ever ImpicM the i 
•uch deep Imnilitjr, and ao stnmg aoonvktfa 
BMDie dlitancfi between him end the Afaai^its 
The writer of this arttde hat viewed tiiefid 
and die peasage of the Potomac through the Bl 
ofthemoit8tupoMlou8ol^|ectf in the nature! I 
country. The impr«rion they produce is fbe 
•ient, when compared with that of the ** Fieti 
Lake Superior. 

'When *mid his diieA, I saw my sire 
Awake on high the council fire. 

Page9S,li$u 

No important business is etet transacted bj 
irithout kindling the council fire. This cerem 
the arrival of the Europeans upon this continei 
less had its wigin in the convenience which m 
ed the assembled multitude for lighting thdr 
iqipetite for smoking is Sarong and inveterate, 
wlio are to participate in the deliberations oi U 
convened, the great i»pe is lighted, and the ste 
wards, as a mark of adoration to the Grest Sfnri 
ceremony it is snuriced successivdy, in the ord 
all who are ptesoit : fbr this purpose it is can 
the Chiefii to every individual, who, without 1 
the pipe with bis hands, draws two or three 
smoke. The Coundl is then ready to investic 
neis for vriiich it was convened. The Indians b 
which are used upon solemn occasions : oneisti 
pipe, and tile other the war pipe. Hieyaresev 
under circumstances sufRcientiy indicated by ti 

But the words ** Council fire** are also used b 
meti^ihorically, to indicate the place where thei 
held. Eveiy village has its own flre^ which is 1 
ever the inhabitants meet for ddiberotion. Bu 
rent tribes, with iiAiom we are acquainted, nori 
and east of the Mississippi, wereconnected togel 
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nenl Council fire, which was kept by the Wyandols at 
■MMth of tb« Detroit rirer. How loog they bad enjoytd 
pte-emiiieiice^ is douMAiL But the ri^t of convening 
otiier tribes to the Ckmocil fire, wa« poswwed by tiiit na. 
; nd when apfdicatton for that purpoie was made by any 
le oCben» the Wyandots de^Mtched the necessary wan^ 
t and toibaoocH- which are the credentials carried by the 
Mngcn. Some of the principal ChieA fh>m every qpiar. 
ittcDded these Councils; and when they met, a fire wae 
lied by a flint and steel After the Council closed, this 
was careftilly extinguished. An objects, affecting the 
ans gen^iAy, were investigated and determined, upon 
e oocaoons. But the late war, which produced greater 
igcf in the feelings and customs of the Indians, than the 
y«ars preceding had made, extended its elftcts to this 
tutioo. The Council, and its members, and its obgects, 
i ittsappeared, and the plough has passed over the dte of 
lacKdfire. 

fias fill*d my dreams with deep alarms. 

Page Z7f line 6. 

be Indians have great confidence in dreams : They are 
ildered as the immediate^manifestations of the will of the 
at Spirit; and it is almost impossiliie to persuade thoa 
isragaid these impressions. The most important expcdi. 
s aeaometimes stopped and turned back, by a dream of 
of the party. In the year 1778, a party of about one 
dnd CMpptWA warriors, led by a Chief named Wa-be- 
a, left Detroit upon a war excunion against the infimt 
Isncnts in Kentudcy. During the ourch. Warrior after 
rior idiandoned the party, afflicted by the dreams which 
r liad, or feigned to have, until the number was reduced 
»«nty4hree. When ^ey arrived upon the Ohio, they 
dt a road apparmtly much travelled. They watched thir 
laome ttme; but not meeting with any success, they re^ 
led, and proceeded one day's march towards home* On 
evening of this day. a British interpreter, who was witfc 
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the party, remooitnted agaiiwt tbdr return, and urg 
Chief to remain in the country until they could ttt'tl 
AmertcanL Hedwdt upon topics obvioui to the In 
And rqneiented the ^UigMte which would attend an 
tiuiate expedition. The Chief finally ooniented to rel 
question to a dream. Re prq>ared himself for the i^ 
lug <!ommunication, and in the morning stated that the 
8|nrit had appeared to him, and had directed him to 
the road again, untU a party of the Americans shoul 
The Indians returned with great confidence, stationed 
selres upon the road, and there remained until a pai 
proached— upon whom they fired. They tocA: two sea 
three prisoners. 

It was not difficult to percdvethat this road was da 
▼elled, and the Chief haiarded littie hi advising his w 
to watch it The whole plan was inrobably c<mtrived bi 
him and the interpreter, to restore confidence to thi 
rited party. 

The Indians carry, in a prepared skin caUed natie, < 
objects of worship, known by the name of Manitous. 
Manitous are the stufibd skins of young mings, beavers, 
and other animals. They are preserved with great c 
and tiie matte always accompanies the war parties. It 
ried by tiie principal Cbie^ during the march ; andai 
It is hung upon a p(de, studc on the ground on the si 
wards the enemy. Sboul^ any person incautiously p 
'tween the matte and the oiemy, the whole party woi 
•tantly return, and nothing would induce them to ad 
Vfhm the Chief is anxious to consult the Great Spii 
ipeeting the result of the expedition, or the fate of any 
wanion, he sleeps with his head in contact with the m 
In this dtui^on his dreams are prophetic 

It is jibvious that the minds of the Indians are |a 
for these impressions. Fasting, watchii^, long conver 
and intense reflection upon the sulyect, produce tiie v 
suit of which they are in pursuit. They dream becaus 
Csculties, intellectual and corporeal, are in a state of > 
ment most favourable to such an object. 



; 
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X^ wek, amid the howling storm, 
Tbe MsDitou't apflUng form. 

Page2h Une§9andl0. 

A Ain examination of the supentitious notions and prac 

of the Indiaua, would involve an extensive view of their 

■jrthology. It is difflcult to procure accurate information 

afOk tbe autdect ; and I think it probable that their own ideat 

m oonftued, and that the boundaries Ijetween the power of 

dMr good and bad spirits are not distinctly marked. Tbey 

vedealrous, upon all Important occasions, of consulting the 

^hitit good or bad, respecting the result There is a parti* 

Odar order of men, called Wa-be-no, in French^ongleuri, 

(n they are called in English by the Canadians) tink e rs w h o 

an the medium of communication for this purpose. TheM 

W*>be-ao Ibrmed a sodety, which was perpetuated by the 

continued admianon of new members. But the process of 

taUatiOD was tediout, and tome time elapsed before the can- 

^Uate waa admitted to a ftdl participation in the benefits and 

kBovledge of the society. The Wa.beuno, of all the tribei 

lad a common bond of union, and the princiial members met 

■rnnally near the Sf»ing Wells, up<m the Detroit river. At 

ftla periodical amvocation, tbe rites of their order wore co- 

kbHteJ with feasts and dandng, and the other imposing ce- 

Ww« «i** which were appropriated to these western E!(»uirinl- 

■i mya te riee. The rank and influence of the difll>rent mom- 

tana were determined by their knowledge of these ceremb* 

rtas, and by the visitations which they felt or aflbcttfd to fed. 

It ta probable that fimaticism and hsrpncriffy had each their 

wtarioi among these ** Jongleurs.'* The process preparatory 

tointliBtion waa well caleuUued to render tliem su«eptible 

t» the lUghtert Impression. The candidate was shut up In a 

koesome cabin, and was compelled to abstain ftom .-ill food 

nd drlnlc, Ibr many days. What l« the extreme limit of hu- 

■an strength and resolution, in this state of total abstinence, 

I do not know : but there is an old Chippewa, now living, 

«bo Is aaid to have been thus incarcerated for nine days. It 

k not dHBcult to concave, that this (Uicipiine would prepare 

tV vouth Ad mind fiff strong and permanent lmprc|»\aiD», w4i 

D 
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en tbt ontiUia, • Dumber of UankaU wen ftntcbM 
cttidy flMOmed. Tbeie Uankcta entirtly intercc 
«leir; and after the Wa-be>no had cawlad in, tit 
hit entrance wai shut and be ««• coooeaM ftom obt 
The ceremoBy tocdc place at night, and it thus bet 
powible to obsenre, with any accuracy, the progn 
hnposture. 

Immediately on his entrance, the poles were vkA 
tated, and he began a monotonous recitation, whidi 
stood to be an invocation to the evil q>irit to mat 
pcarance. After some time the agitation increased 
were informed that the evil afiirit was about to appe 
found silence was observed ^ the surrounding specti 
another voioe was heard taaa the lodge. It was t 
ous, that the object of tiie Wa-be^no was, to induce 
tory to bdieve Uie evil ^rit was conversing with h 
this purpose he dianged as much as possttde the to 
vcice, and tpcke at <me time dose to the ground* an 
tber, at the greatest hdght to which he could attai 
deception was so gross^ and the wlude ctfemony a 
and uninteresting, that I retired without waiting fo 
ninatiOD. 

When the good q>irit is consulted, a fMWk is gin 
dog sacrificed. . litis dog is hoisted to the top afale 
•d pde^ and left in this situation. The Wa4)a.no 
tires to ** ikmk^**. sitting down with his head upon 1 
and his elbows resting upon his knees. In tids situi 
answer of the good spirit is oomnunicated to him. 

Arise, to war-^th ftilest whoops 

Page 90, Un 

Thai pecuBar modulation d voice, which coosti 
" whoop** of the Indians, has long been known. 
posdUe to give any adefuate idea of this smind, by 
description. It is shriU and pierdng, and there is . 
davation of the voice at the termination of each cr) 

Thp Indians have at least four difllKent kinds oi 
the oldect of thiee of wbiA is locoBUBunicatt talal 
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, M the wanSon approach on their return flrom 
», without the trouble of an immediate expla- 
•e whoop» are all diflfereat, and are perfectly un- 
id tbe>- conTey the dedred infiMrmatioa, with aa 
on as one of our gasettea. 
p af joy la uttered by the warriors who return 
phaot expedtttoo, and indicates the number of 
laoners they have taken. There is a pecuHar 
,t, by whidi tiie prisoners are distinguished tnm 
he dealh.whoop designates the number of niends 
«n killed during the expedition. The whoop of 
M Uttered by a messenger, or other person, who 
g important to communicate ; and it is used to 
who are within hearing, to recrive the infbrma- 

■hoop b designed ta strike their enemies with ter- 
iq^lre their flriends ^th confidence, at the onset 
In the silence of the night and in the solitude 
, this terrific sound is appalling. 
party of warriors approach a friendly Tillage, 
«e distinct whoops, either of Joy or grief, as their 
y require, to prepare the inhabitants for atten. 
a short pause, they give as many separate whoops 
iBdivlduals, at whose fkte they rejoice or mourn, 
ity of St Mary's, in 1818, a small party of Sha. 
nad ftom a war excursion aj^dast the Osagei^ 
Mr of acalps. Before they reiched the treaty 
- announced their success by the whoops of Joy, 
t waa deetric upon the Indians. The ?ast mul' 
irere present, rushed out to meet the returning 
be obfect appeared to be to seize the scalps, wliich 
M poles, flrom those who carried them, and to 
liem to tiieir camps. I do not know whether any 
Actioa was attached to the successful individuals 
, but certainly more exertions could not have 
or naore seal exhibited, had the object been te 
enemies. (Md and young Joined the throng, and 
nere snatched flrom hand to hand, and chan^ied 
f ttmm^ JMhra tbej leacbed theli dci^QalU>\^. 
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tile Indians to prapare a belt fbr every important ihsk iBl» 
verting to the nation. These bctts are p n ncr ved whb gMl 
care among the public ardiircs, and are, fan ftct, the i 
of tbtir history. The traditioos are transmitted with 
jBinuteneBS, and tlie bdts are not only eirtdcnoes of the Mlj 
hot, by tlie powers c^ association, aid the memory of thti 
wboae duty it is to preserve tliem. If these bdts rriatn l| 
tfioee remote events, they were undoubledly maae at M 
time wlien the events occurred; and may be eonslderid t 
authentic documents, coevai with tlie foundation of thi^ 
works. The tradition is, that they were built for the porprt 
of defence ; and that their founders, after many jreanaf Mi 
guinary warfare, were expelled, and sought reltage in M 
coontry southwest of the MississippL The prtisent lan^ 
IimImm daim to be the descaidants of the conqnerota. 

liCst thou shoukUt fail the feast to share. 
Our gathering bands wUl soon prepare. 

Page U, lines 5 imit, 

A feast generally concludes every important oercnony ^ 
whidi the Indians engage. Their war and hunting eseai 
sions, their councils, th^ funerals and marriages, are all 19 
eon^ianied by the appropriate feast. Some of thes 
given by individuals, who generally invite the whole 
Others are at the c(Mmnon expense, and all who iwnHfllprtl 
bring some part of the provisions. 

When a man gives an entertainment of this natmre^ Itl 
oipected that his guest will eat all the provisions which oi 
placed tefote him. Fortunately for the preservaticB of tU 
mle, there probably never was a race of men better qnaliiai 
ftir tiie observance of such a custom. Their ^ipetite ta von 
doos, and their powers of eating beyond any n ample knoM 
among dvilised nations. 

I saw a feast among the Sioux, upon the Mississippi, 
which the guests retired iMckwards, carrying with them \ 
dishes filled with victuals. I could not team the **«*r**nf I 
this ceremony. 
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Jtar «Cem compouire, nui of thought* 
Had to hill mieii submiviimi tauxlit. 
And MkM or wo pou'd o'er hii mind, 
Kor light nnr ibfidow left bebhid. 

Fagfi 39^ line 15, ^. 

liodlflfcrcnee of the Indians to external drcumitanoei, 

Riniiieiit trait hi their character. This indlfibrence is 

uaDy acquired, and is simiUr in its effects to tlie stoical 

aubt of antiqiiitj. It is not akme in pabi and tricf that 

d i spl ay of their feelings is supi>retfed. The gentle aAc- 

s of the heart, although powerfliUy Mt, are yet careAiUy 

rralwl When an Indian retutns, after oonsideralile ab- 

m^ to Idafiinily, he allbcti to be cold and careless, and ha 

fen much time to elapse before he enters into fkmiliar 

sfcnation. I have seen intimate Mends, atter a kxig st- 

sation, meet and passeach other like strangers. They have 

■e of the courtesies of lifc ; nor do theyafibct, by a cordial 

dntsEtloQ, an attachment which -hey do nut feel. 

lUa abftractioo ftom the eflbt of external circumstanoct, 

■■ijiaiiii s them in every situation of life. An Indian 

lnn|Miin with fortitude, he fancies danger without ftsar, and 

death with cahnncsa. His character and importanca 

not only cm aicdve courage, but also on ^is patient 

ii%inHiai to advene dreumstances, and this calm contem|iC 

ff QBtoiraid events. Tlut man ha<i ubM*rved human nature 

rtUi a cardeaa eye, who haa not di.-covered how much raotr 

II latter quafity is than the former. 

Now gathers round the warlike throng, 
fk^^ared for foast and dance and stmg. 

Fagie ao, Une9 SS und 91. 

When ciicumatanccs have inclined the minds of the Xik 
to war, a Council is convened, in which the sutject la 
Investigated, and finally determined. After die war 11 
, the authority of the village or peace Chicfli entirdy 
and the power is transferred to the war Chiefk 
Tbrir government, if government it may bo called, is coq 
If opinion only. No direct authority is erer exerted ; and 
Aeir war expeditions are composed of volunteers, who join and 
hare the party ai their ptessure. When it ta deteno^nedXa 
w r/w ritfla n , «// the warrion are astesobVtd, «dA% 
jD2 
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feast U pnpand. Hie principal Chief then takei fait toi 

hawk, or war chib, upon whidi the head of the enea; 

sculptured, and Ifegins to move, Sometiines, howaw 

war belt, made for this purpose, is carried. The tomaha 

et dub, is held in a threatening position, and tiie Chief si 

If passes in flront of every indi-ridual* staging, as he mo* 

Us war song. This war song is not the usual boasting n 

pitulation of their exploits, whidt is occasionally made 

ibc warriors in their dances— and which is a mere recitati 

without any attempt at harmony. The words of the a 

ate strictly adapted to the musia The sentiment, in all 

songs is a mere repetition of a few leading ideas, and iac 

stantly renewed in the progress of the Cbief—^wbo man 

to the Hme of his own music. 

The folio <ieing spedmens will convey to the reader a ge 

ral notion of these songs. (They wore actually sung U| 

important occasions.) 

*• I will kill^I will kiU— the Big Knives, I win kilL** 

** Ke-gau-ne-saw'— ne-gau-ne.8aw— Kicfai-mau-le-Mt ne-f 
ne.saw.** 

The Indian words in this song are.Miami. 

«* I will go and get my friends— I will go and get my fHC8 
I am anxious to sec my enemies— I am anxious to see ! 
enemies. A dear sky is my firiend, and it is him I am fe 
tog." 

*■ A dear sky** is a metaphorical exporession, and convn 
to an Indian the same ideas which are c(mveyed to ua by i 
words, good fortune. 

. Tlie manner in which these words are sung cannot be < 
wribed to the reader. There is a strong aspiration of 1 
breath at the commencement of each sentence, and a sudc 
elevation of the voice at the termination. The Cbie^ m 
passes, looks every person sternly in the fiMse : those idio i 
disposed to join the expedition, excUiro Yeh, Teh, Yeh, w 
A powerful tone of voice j and this exclamation is continns 
repeated during the whole ceremony. 1 1 is, if I may so spo 
ikhe evidence of their enlistmait Those who are silent < 
dine the invitation. 
After the Chief has procoied as many volantecn at poi 



ZLLUffniATlOKf. 89 

Uti he dettven the tonuhairk to another Chief. The latter 
then lepeata the «ame proccM. Particular prejudice or |iar- 
lialitiea may induce the wairiots to follow one Chief in pre- 
faenoe to another , and eflfbrts are therefore made by all, to 
jpcrea^e the atzength of the party. The whole ceremony la 
jgminatwl hy a general feast 

In the year 1776. during the administration of lieutmant- 
Goremor Hamilton at Detroit, a large number of Indian 
warriors were aisembled, in order that they mi^ht be indu. 
•Bd to oo-operate with the British in tiie war which had been 
eonnneiiced Iliey were drawn up in two lines, extending 
Ann the river to the woods ; their kettles and flres were bew 
tween the lines. An ox was killed, nod his head cut off; a 
Urge tomahawk was then struck into the head, and thut 
loaded, it was presented to the Governor. He was requested 
to sing bis war «oog along the whole line of the Indians^ 

The ox's head rejM'esaited the head of an American i and 

as the British were the prindpab in the war, it was necessary 

ibr them to take up the tomahawk first The Lieutenant* 

Governor was embarrassed by the novelty of his situation, 

and by his own ignorance of the language and songs ct the 

Indians. He was extricated, in a manner equally happy and 

lo^Ucrous, by his Interpreter. The latter inst: uctcd his si^ 

pCKior to smg the following words, in French !^- 

Quand j*irai a la guerrc^ruh 
J^emporterai ma grand cuiUere-rub. 

The moooiifilable at the end of each Une^ is only intended' 
to mark the etevatiim of the voice, and the prokmgation of 
the ^alU syllable. 

These words corresponded with the necessary tone, and were 
fnng with all the gravity and dignity suited to the occasion. 
As the Lieutenant Governor passed the immense assemblage, 
he sung his song and fixed his eyes upon the Indians, who 
made the air resound with their cries of Yeh, Ych, Yefa.'^ 
They conduded, of owrse, that the great warrior was threat- 
ening with dreadful vengeance, the Big Knives, the reUd- 
Bous children of their British father. 

The second otficer m command, Mr. Hayes, was relieved 
If AiimilarespedieDt The ingenious InterpsebeKcoinyNed 
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tlMibllowliig fong, whiob ii M w u e d th* mum adrante 
an ac6onqMnim6Dt to the miuie. 

J*ai le talon. Ml bout da pted. 

The oidinwy war dance b pecuUariyapiiniirlate at ti 
puton of die warriors upon any expedition, or upon 
return : but U is used at all times, by the young men, { 
exerdw and amusement When they are dtopoeed to u 
take this dance, they ttrip themselves almost naked 
paint tbeur faces and bodies agreeably to the taste of « 
tndlviduaL It is probable that thU custom has its origii 
desire to strike terror into their enemies, by the horribl 
tematlons i^Iight and shade, with which they are da 
The imaginati<m cannot draw a st r oi^ e r picture of the 
bitants oi the inftmal regions, than is pr e se nte d by 
dances. Every person holds in his hands a weapon } and 
heads are adorned with a great display of Ibethers and 
appropriate ornaments. Hcdlow cylinders of wood, n 
Ming drums, covered with dressed skin at one end, an 
Ibr the purpose of marking time. 

Their mode of dancing is, by continually Jumping U| 
down, sometimes in the same (dace, and sometimes ad 
ii^ Their muscular exertions, upon these occasions, is I 
Every limb, and almost every muscle, are in actkm ; an 
whole friunc is in a continued state of tension. They 
time with perfiect precision, and no eye can detect the s 
est variation. They brandish theur weapons in every < 
tioii ; and I have been often surprised that accidents d 
occur on such occasions. Knives and tomahatrtu are i 
with apmirentty fiital predatm ; but are turned with 
dexterity, before they inflict the threatened wound. ] 
warrior continually repeats the well known sound Tc 
the most fbrcitrie numnar. 

After they have danced some time, one of them step 
post, previously secured in the ground Ibr this purpose 
▼idently strikes it with his weapon. Instantly the n 
and the exclamations, and the dancing, cease; and < 
warrior is iN«pared to hear a tale of ** daringi** The p 
who has strudc Chen recounts his exploits. He speaks 
great enqphasia and violent gesticnlation^-^esoribei the i 
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tar of die enemy whom he has tilled; tbemadehmlikhte 
•eeomplMiied it, nnd the dangen he eneountered. Herdalw 
tte nuMt ndnute circumstanocfl, and ihowa the manner la 
vUdi he cre|it tUently upon hli enemy, and took abn at hia 
heut. He exhibits his sears, and rdates the occasinns upon 
lAkh he l ece i^e d them. 

■ After be has oonduded, all the Indians prese n t give a g«t 
heral shoot, to testify their admiration of liis prowe ss . The 
then lecommeoces, and is again interrupted in a si* 



The star of day was just descending. 

Fage40, «m£6. 

The hostile attacks of the Indians are almost always made 
tathen^ht; and generally asborttime before day. They 
are not as rigiiant and watdiftil in defeno^ as they are in at- 
tack. Nothing can exceed the caution and siknoe with which 
flicy move, and they ftequently enter their enemy's campbe- 
inv the latter is a ppri ze d of their approach. The mrtancho. 
If cataatropbe, whidi closed the campaign of General St 
CWr, in 1791, is matter of historic record. About dayliglit 
he eras attacked by the Indians; and after a feeble and da- 
inteory tesisrsnce, his army was dispersed or destroyed. 0«1 
Bcnl Harrison narrowly escaped the same fkte at Tlppecano| 
and he owed his snooeis to his own skill and experieneeb and 
to the ▼akxur and disdpline of his troops. 
Theeflbet of this mode of attack upon moi suddenly awafc. 
1 fkom profixmd sleep, may be readily appreciated. The 
and scriltude of the night are interrupted by tiie In« 
dten war.wlioop— one of the shrillest and most terrific sounda 
that can be imagined: at the instant of utterii^ this horribto 
ydl, whidi is wdl calculaffd to dismay dielr enemy, tlie aa- 
asllanls commence th^ attack; and this sound is heard 
above the ordinary accompaniments of the battle. 

¥nien we rerieir the peculiar adapdon of their tactics to 
flie description of their forces, and to the nature of their war- 
hn, it is certainly surprising that their campaigns have noe 
generally^ temdnated more successfully. To an totimatii 
kaowMfe cf the theatre of opcratioiu, tbey )^ 
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«Mitlon. fTMit pcnonal hrtrepidity, a power ofeiidurltit < 
c&tremei of fktigue and hunger, which rarely fall to our 1 
and all tboM " drcmnBtanoes of war,** which are calcula 
to Inspire them with confidence, and to depress the spirit 
tbdr enemies. But they have uo combination in their mo 
ments : their attacks are, in fact, the effl>rt8 of individua 
and the authority of thdr Chiefs ia feeble and useless. T> 
.Itsult of ^UscipUne and subordination, which renders evi 
combatant an tiffecUve part of one great machine, is whc 
unknown to them,— and thdr operations are thus with« 
concert in the plan, and without union in the execution. 

' And tinged the ^le with gloomy light. 
Which stood before the cu>tive*8 sight 

Page 54, lines 17 and 181 

And thus, amid the insulting throng, 
Baised high and bold his victim song. 

Fage 54, lines £7 and SS, 

The custom of sacrifldng prisoners by the In^ans to tfa 

•wn baleftil passions is well known ; and the instances 

this shocking ceremony are numerous and authentic 

fmall intiportion of the captives, however, are thus muxd 

«d: many of them are adopted into diflterent families, to st 

ply the loss of deceased relatives, and are treated, in evi 

teepect, like the natural members of the fiimilyi— But wfa 

an important Chief is killed, or when the surviving relatii 

of a warrior who has fiillcn in battle are anxious to reven 

his death, an unfortunate captive is selected for this sacriA 

^ These devoted victims of savage cruelty are usually bui 

cdat the stake. Anumg the IMOamls, a hoop is passed nm 

tbe nedic, and ftstened to a cord, which is tied to anolfc 

hoop connected with a post. This post is firmly sacured 

th€ ground i and the Umbs of tbe unfortunate sufiferer s 

|iree Fires are kindled on four sides of the post<-«nd t 

Indians, with lighted hickory bark, compel the wretch 

pdng to move round this infernal apparatus of cruelty a 

death. Hours are thus qient in this scene of tormmt, un 

human nature sinks exhausted ; or ontil some Indian, mo 

humane^ or more strong excited than the others by i 

Iweo and hOMtfUl deatb.M»g of tbe suflfercr, terminatee i 
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aMidd«iitroke,hi8su£E^iDgcandtlieirpenecutioiii. Among 
the Kickapooe, a frame is built, to which the captive it at* 
tached by bis hands and feet; and he thus slowly perishet 
without the power of motion. 

• Exampiai of the most heroic fortune have been exhibited 
under these awful circumstances. The In^Uans appear to be 
p rep ar ed to suffer p^n with indiffbreuce, as well as to inflict 
it without mercy. In whatever situatim they may be placed, 
whether as persecutors or as suflf^rers, their spirit is excited 
to the highest point of elevation. It is the object of the one 
party to torment with the greatest ingenuity, and to protract, 
to the last hour* the death of the victim. The other sings 
his deaUusong, and exhibits his contempt for his enemies by 
every reproachful q;Mthet, and by every prov(dung tale >— 
He recounts the number of their warriors whom he has kilL 
«d in tiattle ; of tb^ women and children whom he has 
Murdeied ; and of the injuries, insults, and cruelties, he has 
taflictwl upon their nation. His song is commonly interrupt- 
ed i>y the tomahawk of some indignant foe. 

In the year 1774, a war.party of the Kickapooe made an 
eniptuMi into the country of the southern Indians. A priso- 
■er waa taken, and sentenced to be burned. The sentence 
was eotecuted on the Vermilion river ; and I have been told, 
bf a person preset, that a more striking example of ibrtk 
tud^ and of devated feelings, cannot be imagined. He iqi. 
peered wholly abstracted from all COTporeal sufferings. And 
tfaou^ the pain must have been intense and exquisite^ ftom' 
tbe flOTce xoal displayed by his oiemies to conquer his proud 
spirit, yet not a word, look, or motion, evinced the slightest 
icgani to his own situation. I cannot persuade myself to g^e 
4fltaila of this horrible contest between the power to inflict 
and the capacity to suffer. Hie capdve sung his death-song 
in the loudest and fiercest strain, an4 repeatedly 0nre tbe 
wiwop of joy, which is exclusively appropriated to the con* 
qpieving warrior. His resolution finally triumphed ; for one 
of hia enemies, flrantic with passion, shot him through the 



During our revolutionary war, a father and son were taken 
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ther wu advaneed in yeus, and tbe too on the verge tf muw 
hood. The latter was txumed at IfaMislnneway. Wbeo the 
Mnteooe wai communicated to the unfortunate c^>tiTet, lb* 
flrthar entreated that be might tde for hk sod ; but his re- 
quait wat reftuedf and the mterestlDg young man bore the 
tonneots of hit enemiei more than three hours, in the pre. 
Maoeofhisfother. « « ♦ ♦ «^ « 

Thanks to the knowledge of our feelings and institutiooi^ 
whidi the Indians have acquired, this horrible custom htf 
nearly disappeared: Thtir own manners have became m*. 
IlMrated by their contact with us. During the late war, la. 
iCanceit of savage cruelty were fk'equent and atrocious ; and 
the awftil catastrophe at the River Raisin, in which, how. 
•ver, to the disgrace <^ Christianity and civUiaation, the guilt 
4ocs not attach to them only, has long since been disclosed 
CO our country and to the world. But 1 have not heard thdt 
any pris o ners were burned ; nor were they often murdered* 
Alter the passions excited by the battle had time to subside* 
Connected with these baibarous sacrifices, a shigular and 
eboddog institution existed among the Miands and Kidka* 
poos, to which no paralld can be found among the oOier 
Mbes^ nor, perhaps, in the whole record of human depravity. 
A society existed, called '* the man-caters,** whose duty It 
was to eat any^prisoners devoted to this hiMrrible purpose fay 
ibose who capcured them. This sodety was coeval with the 
■■rikst tractions of either tribe j and the institution was as- 
jodaied with rdiglous sentiments, and with feelings of re. 
veienoe In the minds of the Indians. Its members bekmged 
jte one femily, called " the bear,*' which, however, inohided 
iBaay individuals. They were admitted into the sodely l)y a 
eecreC and solemn initiation, and with many imposing cere, 
monies. This right, or duty, for I cannot ascertain in which 
Bght the admission was viewed* extended to males and fe« 
nudes s and the whole number, at the pedod to which xaf 
information relates, was about twenty. But I am ig»ftnint 
whether there was any Umitation of number, except by tha 
axduslon of individuals ftom the sacred femily. 

On otdinary occasions, when a priscmer Is sacriftDed, it is 
ifaoetogmtltyite nveDfe of the neu letaitiMu of a fiiUea 



nxiTflnunom at 

rior: bat wbcn tli«t rriativM an ftrangly mdtti, 
crlDOoaMqaaMeoftbeiMtunlitmigtb of tbeirpMrioDi^ 
fapecoUarattactimaittothedfcpMed, orofanymicoBfc* 
I dicnmataiioei rttctiding his death, the priMmer is tim 
aooed to a speeifle death and to be dellTeral to the *• Maau 
n.** They take pnsscsiicm of him, and eucute him la 
bnnity with the ■entaooe. After being deliTered to tbea 
re is no power to ransom him : liis Ikte te irreversifaly 

ML 

a the year 1780; an American captive was sacrifleed at 
t Wayne. There were ten men and three women, mam* 
I of the aodety, present, who conducted the ceremo n y.— 
eflbrt was made by the traders to save the life of the Tie> 
: goods to a consideraUe vahie were offered ftr this poiw 
if but in Tain. At the eommencement of the pcepara- 
m, another mciisengcr was sent with a quantity of spirits* 
moat vahiable artide whidi could be oAared to cflbct the 
x:t. He bardy escaped with his life from the ftiry of thn 
ety, who were thus interrupted in thdr duties by unwd* 
e importunities ; and the spirits were instantly spilt iqpon 
pmmd. After the prisoner was dead, his budy was can- 
to a retired camp, cut up, and boHed. It was then eatea 
e members of tlie society. The cooking utensils, aad 
artielm used upon these occasions, were kept in a small 
ite lodge, and were never used for any other purposes 
of the members of this society, called «' White Skin,'* 
uenHal Miami Chief, b yet Uving. But the institn. 
eif has dis app ear ed ; and such is the change in the 
' of the Indians upon these subjects, that he is some* 
pcoached with this connexion, fbrmerly so much ve- 
and respected. Ithasbeenstatedthatthecelcltfated 
tttle Tbrtle, was actire in the abolitloD of this horrl. 
ca Such ao exertion was in unison with his clut* 
1 principles. 

s no doubt, however, but that the general feelings 

are gradually making their way into the fiwtnessea 

\ans, and that these feelings have principally con. 

this happy result Cannibals have doubtless exist. 

n ages and nations of the world; «d& iSttbmi^ 
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the details of the practice are involved in some obscurity, 

the leading Iteti are indiqmtalrie. But, probably, no pi 

Gttlar body of men was ever before sec apart ff>r this purp* 

and required to devour a miserable being, in order that 

xwcDge of bereaved ftiends might be more exemplary. 1 

Mk atrodous refinement of v«ageance, to whidi the hlbl 

«f the worid may l>e challraged for a paralleL 

It may be regretted that there are no traditionary accoi 

of the institution of this society. We arc utterly at a los 

ooojeeture how it was established, why, and by whom. 

its history is lost in the lapse of ages, and all that is lea 

iu is, while we explrare the facts which now remain, to 

Jitee at the gradual melioration which is taking place in 

annmers and fo^ngs of the Indians. 

rflnre the foregoing memorandum of the Bfan-eating 
ii«y was made, the following more minute particulars h 
faeoi received ftom thepreaoit principal Chief of the Hiai 
i-iThe general name of the &mily, lo which the >ociety iv 
olusiy^ confined—the name which it has always borne 
Ons.«-won sa The word has no precise or known meani 
The name of the present head of tne &milv is Am co-meu 
MUkae, or the Bun eater ; whose family, in all its brand 
now consists of fifteen or twenty members, llie sucoesi 
Is continued in the male line ; and the eldest male livinj 
always the head. There is no ceremony of initiation ,- 
•Ktraneous members can be admitted : the members are b 
into Uie society, and have no choice but to inherit it« a) 
eious privileges. When a vici im in selected, his face is pa 
•d black ; aira, after be has been given up to the society, 
ftte Is irrevocable. New utenrila must be provided for ev 
new saarifioe. Every member of the society is bound in di 
toputakeofthe horrible repast^— infants and all; but, 
though pidrfic, no othor person iiares profime the sanguin 
eercmony. During, or at the conclusion of the feast, 
head repeats, for the instruction of the younger members, 
tradition and its duties.— The Chief above alluded to, u 
that d>e society is now seldom mentioned, and a disuse rii 
Ipractioes for more than Uiirty yea:s, has obliterated aln 
•very thing connected with it, excei>tinff its name aii4 
|P»ombers.3 




^^otms. 



n JAMES GODWIN BAOOK^ ESQi 



It^wnn, 



TO TIME. 

TuuiCFHAMT Time ! thy wayward coime began 

Ere young creation's bloom was fresh and new— ^ 

When to ilJume the heritage of Man 

Hie light of Eden sparkled on the view :— 

When earth was fair, and every breeze that blew 

Across her boHom murmured gently by, 

Full-fraught with fragrance ; ere the tempett flew 

In fearful gloominess to veil the sky, 

To shroud its beams and hide its golden dye» 

llien Man was happy, innocent and yonng—^ 
His hope unclouded as the heaven above ; 
Then angel woman to his bosom clung 
And wakened all her witchery of love«- 
Sbe came Aom heaven like the Almighty dova 
To win his soul with seraph tenderness 
Her flowery bonds of bliss she interwove 
To bind his spirit in her fond caress. 
And life was blessed, bright, and sorrowless. 

Then, then, O 'Hme ! thy wing was waving light 
To fan tiie flowers that beautified thy way—- 
Then was existence teeming with delight, 
And sparkling in a gay and glorious day— • 
Tlien was the spirit, in its mortal clay, 
Brea&ing as with a pure celestial glow ; 
But sin and sorrow came in dread array . 
To bli|^ the buds and lay the blossoms-low. 
And ctrth bteams an heriuge of wo. 
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Ah ! mournful change^that paradise, so fair, 
60 Iwautiful and fragrant in its bloom, 
And glorious spring, and primal freshness-i-then 
Came Melancholy in her shroud of gloom. 
And Care to wa«te, to wither, and consume 
The aching spirit in untimely blight— 
Hien bent the soul of Man beneath its doom, 
"When Innocence and Virtue took their flight 
And left the world involved in Sorrow's nigbt. 

Tet still hath Man a ray of bliss on earth-* 
The garden of his life hath still a hue. 
While shines his morning in its hour of xqjrtb. 
Cloudless awhile, and robed as yet in blue :-* 
That germ of paradise, so fair to view, 
Ts fond Affection's first and purest spring. 
When, each emotion of the heart is true. 
Ere hope hath lost her buoyancy of wing. 
Or the cold world hath brought its withering. 

O ! ever dear and hallowed be the hour 
When angel Love descends on rosy wing, 
To cull the blossoms in life's young May bowcTy 
And lull the anguish ci Affliction's sting— 
O ! ever blessed be that holy spring 
Whence flow the streams of love and faithfulnert 
In purest waves of gentle murmuring, 
Shedding a balm on every rude distress- 
Fountains of bliss ita the world's wilderness ! 

O ! ever dear and hallowed be the hour ! 
Let youth enjoy it ere its sweets are fled ; 
Ere the dark storms of destiny shall lour 
And break in rude cxmimotion o'er the head ; - 
When the fierce shaft of misery hath ^ped 
Unto the breast, and griefs are gathering rife. 
The memory of its blessings shall be sheil, 
A beam of gladness on the world of strifa ! 
A nunbow on the shrouded sky of life ! 
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TO Tim. ttf 

Subduer Hme !— stern conqueror of all<«- 
Avenger of tbe follies o£ mankind ! 
Pride, honor, power, and grandeur, own thy thnJH, 
And jAre by thee to nothingness consigned :•— 
Bat canst thou master the immortal mind ?— i 
Here, all in Tain, dost thou thy fury pour : 
Its^ march is onward^free and unconfined— i 
Such as the Roman annak showed of yore. 
And such as glorified the Grecian shore. 

O ! there mta glory's consecrated clime. 
Where Sappho breath*d, and where Anacreon suog^ 
Where genius flourished in the olden time, * 
And dwelt upon the Athenian*s gifted tongue-^ 
Uis, who the thunderbolts at Philip flung. 
And urged his countrymen the fight to dare- 
Where heaven itself a Homer*s lyre had strung 
With chords that echoed swaetly on the air. 
As if the melody of heaven was there ! 

And there was Valour's spirit, proud and high^ 
Whidi shone reqjiendent on the cloud of war. 
Where Blars hiniself poured forth his batt1e>cry 
And laah'd the coursers to his blood^yed car. 
As slKwe ihe ray of conquest from afar. 
The beacon of each hero, on whose eye 
It beamed a guiding and a natal star. 
Like Israel's fiery pillar, streaming high 
And biasing bright atliwart the £g3rptian sky ! 

There fell the Spartan — fearlessly he fell. 
And smird in Ihe red agony of death—- 
Yea, there was triumph in his battle-knell. 
And victory in every ebb of breath :— - 
Undying glory twined the laurel wreath 
Round the lone cypress that o*ersliades the graven 
Memorial of the one who slept beneath. 
Of him whose life-blood pour'd forth like the wave; 
The yamig— dw proud— the generous— tbi^Vnvi^X 
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Undying glory I^— Man may paae away 
Like the light bubble floating on the stream, 
take the expiring blossom of a day, 
Or the frail dew-drop in the sunny beam :— 
Te% short and transitory is bis dream 
Of youthful love, joy*s evanescent hour, 
Of hope's beguiling and bewitching theme ; 
But when ihe storms of fiite and ages lower. 
Glory defies and mocks their bale&l power. 

For this, all time hath hallowed the high na 
Of Helle*s chieftain, and of those who led 
The bold ten-thousand of immortal fiune 
Thro' slaughter's fields, o*er heaps of Persian dei 
And of that brave Miltiades, who sped 
Even as a lion iVom the forest lair. 
To hasten where war's banner was outspread 
And waving like a silver cloud in air. 
To try the bloody strife, to fight, to triumph the: 

For this, the unfading light of glory smilea 
On the blue Dardanelles, and on the bay 
Where in their beauty spread lona's isles, 
Wash'd and enwreath*d around by ooean*s spray :• 
For this, eternal summer sheds her ray 
On high Parnassus, and that Helicon 
Where the Muse chanted her bewitdiing Itj 
In days of yore :*-that melody is gone— 
And ^ose loved bowers are desolate and looew 

Tes, here— O! here the scythe of lime hath swe] 
The torch of Time hath gone abroad to bum. 
And here, for many an age, hatli genius slept. 
But not unhonoured, in the noiseless urn :— . 
Still doth the eye, with kind expression, turn 
■To that illustrious and all hallowed clime. 
The light of former ages to discern. 
When genius flourished in its lofty prime. 
And the mind sprung triumphant over Time ? 
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And Umis it i»— Kingdoms may fall in duiU* 
The conmals of empire may decay-~ 
The sceptre perish, and the helmet rust, 
And power and proud dominion pass away— 
Tl^eae are the transient baubles of a day ;— 
But the mind glows in its immortal bloom. 
And genius abeds an unextinguLihed ray 
Upon file's scenes of dreariness and gloom. 
Victorious over Tlm^— victorious o*er the tomb ! 



TO THE DYING YEAH. 

Tbou desolate and dying year ! 
Emblem of transitory man, 
VThose wearisome and wild career 
Like thine is bounded to a span ; 
It seems but as a little day 
Since nature smil'd upon thy birth, 
And Spring came forth in fair array, 
To dance upon the joyous earth. 

Sad #)tf|mtion^— now how lone- 
How Terdurelegs is nature's breast, 
Wbare ruin makes his empire known. 
In Autnmn's yellow vesture drest ; 
Hie Bpn^iUy Urd, whose carol sweet 
Broke on the breath of early day^ 
The Suniner flowers she lov*d to greet— 
The bird— the flowers, O ! where are they ? 

Hkni desolate and dying year ! 
Yet lovely in thy lifelcssness. 
As beauty stretdied upon the bier 
In dMth's clay cold, and dark caren ; 

£ 



^ TO THE DTOiC TSAIU 

There's loveliness in thy decay. 
Which breathes, which lingers on thee 
Like memory's mild and cheering ray 
Beaming upon the night of ill^ 

Yet-"— yet the radiance is not gone 
Which shed a richness o*er the scene. 
Which smiled upon the golden dawn 
When skies were brilliant and serene— 
O ! stHl a melancholy smile 
Gleams upon nature's aspect fair. 
To charm the eye a little while 
Ere ruin spreads his mantle there ! 

Hiou desolate and dying year ! 
Since time entwined thy vernal wreati 
How often love hath shed the tear. 
And knelt beside the bed of death- 
How many hearts that lightly sprung. 
When joy was blooming but to die. 
Their finest chords by death unstrung, 
Have yielded life's expiring si£^. 

And piUowed low beneath the clay. 
Have c«M9ed to melt— to breathe— 4o I 
The proud—- the gentle, and the gay. 
Gathered unto the mouldering urn*- 
Whilst freshly flowed the frequoM tern 
For love ber^t— affecticm fled ; 
For all that were bur blessings h^^ 
The loved— the lost^— the sainted dead 

Thou desolate and dying year ! 
The musing spirit finds in thee 
Lessons, impressive and severe^ 
Of deep and ttfra morality— 
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TbOD teacbest how the germ of youth. 
Which blooxns in being's dawning day. 
Planted by nature— reared by truth, 
Wltfaeri like thee in dark decay. 

Promise of yooth ! fair as the form 
Of heaven's benign and golden bow. 
This smiling arch begirds the storm, 
And sheds a light on every wo ; 
Hope wakes for thee, and to her tongue, 
A tone of melody is given, 
As if her magic voice strung were 
With the empyreal fire of heaven. 

And love which never can expire. 
Whose origin is from on high, 
Throws b*er thu mom a ray of fire 
From Uie pure fountains of the sky ; 
That ray which glows and brightens still, 
Unchai^ged— eternal, and divine ; 
Where seraphs own its holy thrill. 
And bow before its gleaming shrine. 

Thou desolate and dying year ! 
Ihtiphetic of our final fall, 
Hiy bods are gcme— thy leaves are sear, 
niy beauties shrouded in the pall ; 
And all fbe garniture that shed 
A brilliancy upon thy prime, 
Miaibr like a morning vinon fled 
tJDto the expanded grave of time. 

Time { Time, in thy triumphal flight, 
How all life's jAantoms fleet away ; 
The smile of hop e a nd young delight- 
Fame's meteor beam— and fasHcy's ra^ ; 
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Thfy fad^?— and on thy heaviog tid^ 
RolUog its stormy wav^ a^r. 
Are bomp tbe wrecks of huinan pridp-i 
The broken wrecks pf fortune's war. 

There in disorder, darl^ and wild^ 
Are seen the fabrics once sq higb^ 
Which mortal vanity had piled 
As emblems of eternity ! 
And deemed the stately piles, whose fom 
Frowned in their mi^estv sublime, 
Would stand unshaken by the storms 
That gathered round the brow of time. 

Thou desolate and dying year ! 
Earth's brightest pleasures fade like thine 
Like evening shadows disappear. 
And leave the spirit to repine. 
The stream of Ufe that used to pour 
Its fresh and sparkling waters on. 
While fate stood watdhipg on the short 
And numbered all the moments gone<!-* 

Where hath the morning splendor ^w 
Which danced upon that crystal stream ? 
"^'here are the joys to childhood knowi^ 
When life was an enchanted dream ?-*• 
Enveloped in the starless nigh^ 
Which destiny hath overqyroad ■ ■ 
Enrolled upon that trackless flighty 
Where the dark wing of tiipe ha^ q^ { 

O ! thus hath lift its even-tide 
Of sorrow— loneline^ aiid grief ^ 
And thus divested of its pride^ 
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Ol kmIi fs life*fl ikutumnal bower. 
When plubdefed of its summer bloom ; 
And such is life's autumnal hour, 
Which benlds inan unto the tomb. 



tHft tt^MAIIVS SONG. 

! IfOftTAL eonde imd dwell with me 
eneatfi the waves ij/t the crystal sea, 
here the storms ne*er roll, the winds ne'er sweep 
be moveless calm of the waters sleep : 
II bear thee away in my clasping arms 
far from the ftowning world's alarms— 
XMn the frosts of wd— frdm the dark'ning^ cloud 
hieh wraps maik's sky in a sable shroud ; 
II bear thee awAy to the Mermaid's dome, 
Qwreathcd around with the white sea-foatn, 
here die coral gem its splendour sheds, 
nd the aea flowets bloom on their mossy be4ft> 



The iMiren A&te th^e is sweetly blue, 
ad winning Ae blush of the even's hue—* 
od sweet the diarm of each distant light 
lutt sparkles upon the arch of night ; 
es-xdear their charm-— but thou dost not know 
ow sweet— how bright is the ma^c glow, 
bat ev«r lightens the ^ral cave, 
liere dwell the maids of the ocean wave, 
od thine eye hath ne'er enraptured seen 
be forma that spott in the gtoves of green, 
here the Tritons tune the enchanted shell, 
01 th« ecboM wik* in tl»e Htdtm&id** ccll^ 
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O ! thou bast culled the young rose of sj 
Thou hast beard ber wild birds merrily siii| 
Hatit fondly listed their lightsome lay. 
Whilst life passed on as a sunny day. 
JDid not hope dream of a fairy land, 
Where all joys should spring at thy comma 
Didst thou not drink the fresh fount of blisi 
Where beauty gave thee ber seraph kiss ?*- 
And hast thou gazed on her floating eye 
Till thy bosom throb'd, and thou knew not w 
And a joy that could not be expressed 
Hath thrilled like h'ghtning thro* thy breas 
Till thou hast felt there was only one 
That thou couldst worship as thy sun ?— 
O ! was she bright as the summer noon. 
And her bosom pure as the vestal moon ? 
Was her maiden heart as undefiled 
As die sweet white rose in the lonely vrild 1 
"Was ber soul as chaste as the falling snow» 
13efore it touches the earth below ? 
Her cheek as white as the lily fair 
Which woos the kiss of the western air ? 
Her lips as red as the ruby's dye. 
And heaven's blue brightness in her eye ?«« 
O ! then hath thy life-blood freely moved 
Where thou didst love and wast beloved. 

Have thy heart's best feelings warmly pli 
When thou hast knelt to thy own loved mai 
And this earth become a heaven to thee, 
A sweet gay scene of luxury ?— 
Hath the fair enchantment died away 
Like bright sunbeams on 'a stormy day ? 
And hast tfiou wept that thy hope was Tain 
A false creation of the brain ?*- < 

When life's dark scenes came rushing on 
Hast thou not wept that thy dream was gon 
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Jbaa hwf . Thm ocmie with the maid of the wa. 

And that drmm shall be fulfilled to thee ! 

If tfay b^urt bath opined in life's dist re ss 

If thy path be dark and pleasureless ; 

If thy iliririiiil joys have felt decay, 

And thy. warmest friends have fled away ; 

Then fly with me from thy scene of pain, 

And memory shall cease to haunt thy bnin : 

! ily with me from earth's joyless shore. 

And blisa aball dwell with thee evermore ! 
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TO CORA. 

BEYOND the wave^beyond the wave. 
Beyond the stormy ocean's roar, 
Illy form bath found an early grave— 
Thine eye is closed, to beam no more ! 
The clod hath faH'n, the turf hath pressed 
Upon that lovely coffined form— 
The shroud is wrapped around thy breast 
With life and love no longer warm. 
Tec o*er this solitude of soul, 
Whidi round me sheds a spell malign, 
Tbj loved remembrance hath controul 
And bids my spirit not repine- 
But firmly bear the ills that spread 
Thdr midnight o*er my destiny. 
Where once the light of hope was shed— 
The rainbow hope which glowed for thee. 
Con— thou wast not formed for eaith-* 
So bright thy angel beauty shone. 
So rich In innocence and worth. 
That be«T«a \fu claimed thee for its own *.« 
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Tes, in tfast mild and qparicling tjt 
There was a light which led ina 
A bright, ihTiting witchery 
That waked for me, and me alone. 
And, though that eye hath lost its rtjr. 
Where death has gathered in his cloud, 
Aruund thy cold and lifeless clay, 
Enwreathed within the fbneral alvoud ;•— 
Though thou reposest in the dust, 
Thy chord of frail existence riven,— 
It is my hope— it is my trust 
Tliy soul is blooming now in heaven ! 

Aye— thou bast perished«-«nd the sod 
Grows in its freshness o*er the scene, 
Where on thy bosom fell the clod. 
And sorrow told that thou had*st 
Kor did I hear the las^ farewell 
Which thou didst breathe to love and 
Nor did I hear the lonely knell 
Which rung the requiem over thee! 
Tlierc was a time my soul could bum 
With ardour for the meed of fame— 
Perchance that season may return 
And time renew that wasted flame ; 
Wilt thou be with me then to share 
The pride and feeling of that hour ? 
Can the cold grave its bosom bar^ 
Or life renew the mined flower ? 
Yet, be it s»— 'twere vnt>ng to blain» 
Or murmur at the dread decree. 
This lonely heart must share the same 
Dark fate which early blighted thee :— 
Alas, thou wast so (tar, so young. 
So beautiful in maiden bloom, 
That all my hopes around thee hung. 
And died, and withered on thy tomb f 



STANfilAl, IM 

Ead I tmt drnkaVBd ih times long put 
Thea gasilig cm th«t ebeek so fiSr, 
hal deMh tbiui soon its hue ahould wast* 
kod cdd destructiob iriot there ; 
low deeply anguiah #ould have qit«ad 
ts pallid maatte d*er my brOW— 
[ow freely would tiiiB iKart bare bled^ 
FtioK dn^ 6f blita ate fWneA now! 
^et, Cora, still ihy soul shaU sprin^^ 
''or aye unalterably thine ; 
for e'«r reOtW its offering 
lefore another iddl's sbrine** 
i^tombed with thee still be that lo¥e 
^cfa vnto thee in life was given- 
kill may its fbnd lemembrance prove 
If y cbann on etftli««-iny hope of biaveii ! 




** Had lire devW taet M jttfted. 

We had oe^ been brakcn.hearted.**->iAirM. 

Whew tiiis dark spirit aball have flows 
Prom Ufa, as from a dream of pain, 
[ would not that thy heart should moan 
Or any grief for me retain ;— 
Nor claim remembrance in thy breast, 
IflMn ntfoa in death's embrace shall rest 
In the grave's fdeasarekss domain,— 
[f it would wring thy heart to dwell 
On tbbiigihii «f him who loved thee waH 
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Tes, I would not that one diould wet\ 
That one abould breathe a dgh for nie» 
When o'er my soul deioends tliat sleep 
Which wakes but to eternity !— 
And, when this being I resign. 
Let one reflection then be mine^ 
If in my wayward destiny 
No kindred soul hath held me dear. 
For me no eye hath shed a tear. 

O ! ne*er may thine— for I hare knelt 
In the mind's fond idolatry. 
Unto thy worth, and deeply felt 
That thou wert all the world to nie«-> 
IVIy only flower of life ; and, while 
I hung upon thy seraph smile, 
I deem'd that none on earth could be 
Of fairer cheek or brighter brow, 
Of purer thought or ooul, than thou. 

And must I join the ^ddy crowd 
That bow at wealth or folly's shrine— 
And must J tame this spirit proud 
That never yielded save to thine ? 
Which now, alas ! can find no balm 
To soothe its ptun- no power to calm 
The bcrpents which around it twine. 
Except that tranquil spot where wave 
The midnight banners of the grave. 

For though at times my brow hath ami 
Among the careless and the gay. 
It was not that I was beguil'd 
Or gladden'd on my weary way— 
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But that tli6 world should never know 
How darkly ruiii slept below. 
In this cold heart's decay ; 
How the relentless hand of care 
Hadi scattered desolation there. 



Though each emotion hath been crush* 
Each feeling ai this bosom wrung ; 
And though the chaunt of joy be hush*d 
Which youthful hope delighted sung ; 
Tbou^ deep intoisity of pain 
Hath brought a madness o'er my brain— 
My spirit still hath clung, 
Through aU its stormy destiny. 
Unto its early dream of thee ! 



^ ■'.'■>-•■"' * . 
Heu! quanto niinus est, cum reUqiais yersaii, quam tui 

Thebe is a hand which mine bath pre88*d. 
But which it ne'er can press again, 

&ve in the midnight hour of rest. 
When deep imparts its fancies vain. 

There is an eye of floating blue. 
Which ever kindly beamed on me ;— 

There is a cheek of lily hue, 
Which I, alas ! no more can see, 

There is a smile of gentleness-— 

Of sweet and maiden purity — 
'Vliiidi oft in visions comes to blesa 

The mellow'd eye of memory. 



109 inuitAik 

Tliere u a luuna^ which I ccmetal 
Deep in afibctions sacred shrin*-** 

Kor whisper, lest I should reveal 
To an J ear this name of mine. 

Hiere is a being, pare and bright 

As the youngy bonny flower of May«M 

That was a beam of golden Hght 
Upon my dark and lonely day. 

There is a heart which mat hath |>rii*d 
Above all other hearts on earth— 

Which I have dearly idolia'd 

For all its sweetn e s s a ll its worth. 

Tliere is a feeHug in this breast— 

Untir*d by time, decay, or care- 
That cannot, will not, be suppress'd. 
But ever glows in fireshness there. 



TO 



When the blooir of thy cheek shall hai^ hdt 

away. 
And death's gloomy impress shall darken th 

brow- 
When that love-lighted bent shall be cold as A 

clay, 
And that eye lose the lightnmg which plays tnm 

it nov— 
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0! think not that when thou art pillowed in «ath. 
And thy loul to the bowera of bliss shall ha?a Had, 
Tbit remembnuioe less fondly will dwell on thy 

worth, 
When the green grass shall flourish and wave o*er 

thy head. 

Tliere ia a dark pall whidi infection nnist spread 
0*er the young and the lovely reclined on the bier. 
When die dreams of enjoyment and fancy have fled. 
And lif«B*s gay illusions no more can appear. 

TeC, beliere not— 4)elieve not, this heart can forget 
Hie smile and the form it no longer can see 
Believe not it ever can cease to regret 
The charms which my spirit hath painted in thee. 

Ihen whilst others the monument vainly may rear. 
Adorning thy tomb with the trophies €i art-* 
m think of thy beauty— thy worth, with a tear. 
And hallow thy memory deep in my huart. 



Let others with flowers embellish thy grai 
Iliey pine and they wither away on thi sten^ 
And the hands that from stealing decay cannot 



Iky farm -cannot banish dark niin IWim them. 



ni cherish thy name> with no splendour of wo^ 
No flowers on thy grave shall be planted by nia-« 
But whilst the life pulse in this bosom shall fldw. 
Each tbooj^ cCaflfectioii thall Unger with thee. 



MEIiORY. 

O, MSMOKY ! when thy glance if cast 

Upon the track of buried years, 
Bewailing joys that long have pass'd, 

And left tins world^-a world of tean ; 
Why dost thou vainly linger still 

O'er life*s decay*d and blighted flowers 
When the lone heart has lost the thrill 

That was so sweet in earlier Iiours? 

There is a vast and wide domain-— 

The lost— -the dead, confess thy sway. 
And pass before the mind again. 

In hues which death hath stole away :— 
Again the smile is beaming bright, 

As erst it beam*d when life was young- 
Again their voices breathe delight. 

Aft in departed hours they sung ! 

Again we gaze upon the face 

Where death bath brooded in his cloud 
Again, again, our arms embrace 

Those forms which moulder in the shro 
Away— 'tis all ideal bliss— 

A feverish phantom of the mind— 
The fond embrace— the smile-^the kiss. 

Pass onward as the idle wind. 

But yet 'tis anguish to awake, 

And f([}^ that thou art bvi a dream- 
Anguish like his who ne'er could slake 

His thirst within the mocking stream. 
Tes— yes, it wrings, the widow'd breast, 

With throes of keenest agony, 
To paint the joys it once-possess'd, 

Wbuh died tike meteon on the tea :— 



BZTI7EN OF THE XTEKftEBu IJl 

/■ 

Which died-»while in their glorious prima^ 
And in the freshness of their sfMring ; 

When o*er the wintry brow of time 
The bird of promise drooped her wing ! 

O ! where is that Lethean wave 
Which drowned each sonow— each despair? 

Behold the cahn— the peaceful grave- 
Its secret springs are flowing there ! 



BETURN OF THE EPERVIER. 

** The American slosp of war, E^;iervicr, was wredced on 
tti return from Alg^en with the ransomed American ci^ 
ti?e».** 

AIe&eily over the blue water*s motion 

Hastened the bark, on the wings of the Mast- 
Breasting the surge of the fathomless ocean, 
0*er its deep bosom she rapidly past,-» 
And the captives in freedom exulted at last. 

Gaily her streamers unfurled in the gale— 
Proudly her prow hnke the breast of the foam: 

The heart of the captive had ceased to bewail. 
And fondly, O fondly, it throbb'd for his home^ 
Where free and unfetter*d his footsteps might 
roam. 

Long had he tailed in a savage domain* 

While soft from his dim eye fell memory's tear- 
Long had he clanked the barbarian's chain, . 
And counted the hours of each lingering year- 
Till liberty came with the fleet Eperrier ! 



US TBB fnuuv OF Bons. 

Haste, gallant fNuk, oo thy glorioua wa; 

Haste, for the storm is eireircling the 
Rude swells the t'^rge— the red meteors 

O'ei' the ftce df the deep— and the 
pests fly— 

And thrill is the scrand of the water-wf 

Soon sunk the baik in the daik heaving 
Lowly she sunk, in the gathering gli 

The ocean, that witnessed the deeds of 
Witnessed their dreary and desolate < 
The wave was their glory— the wave 
tomb ! 



HHt SlREAit dF HOPS. 

In Spring it muriiiulfed sweMff 

And sparkled bright and fidr. 
Its waters rippled sweetly^ 

As breathed the balmy air ; 
Hie sun-beam gilt with brightness 

Its wave of placid bliie, 
Atid heaven's clouds of whiteness 

Their shadows o*er it tfareir. 

Soon cisme the Summer hour. 

With all its blooming pride ; 
Hien flourish'd many a flowd 

Along the shining tide :-^ 
Ah ! then decay was nearest, 

When all was brightly gay^*» 
For joys tlie best— the 

An fim to lade away. 



VBll OELif'-ltupUliBUb i 1^ 

For Autumn's dAy of narrow 

Came sadly moTing on ; 
And on that globmy morrow 

We look*d— die flowers were gone ! 
All gone, the buds we dierish'd. 

When youth and love were new ; 
And e'en the stemi had perish'd 

On which the blossoms grew ! 

And winter brboded orer, 

Wrapp'd in a stormy doild ; 
He came in wrath to cover 

Creation with his shrbud : 
Ko more the wind in wildnesa 

Blew o'er liope's gentle rill— 
The tempest swept in wildnesa-* 

Hm froaea etretta im still ! 



tBE SELF.MtTRDERSlt. 

Hs rests beneath the day. 

The deed of darkness don« ; 
His soul hath pata'd away, 

Its hour of trial gone :— 
His eye is glai'd and dim ; 

And whoe his relics lie, 
There flows no requiem-* 

There edioes not a sigh. 



11^ XHE SELP-MUBDEBEB. 

He roam'd the weary earth 

la solitude and wo ; 
Yea every spring of mirth 

For him had ceas*d to fLoj 
He found no hand to press. 

No heart to prise his own, 
And bore his deep distress 

Unfriended and alone. 

In the fair blush of day, 

And in the still midnight 
He paced his joyless way, 

A solitary wight : 
In sunshine and in storm. 

His heart was still the sai 
A victim to the worm, 

A shrine of wasting flami 

And memory's gloomy pall 

Hung o*er lus faded blia 
Lost wretch ! he could not 

One lonely pleasure hi»- 
Tin madness dark and coh 

Came on to close the sec 
And aye his anthem roU'd 

0*er joys that once had I 

Bright was heaven's goldet 

The earth in flowers wei 
As if to mock the wo 

Which brooded in his hi 
He gaz*d upon the sky. 

Upon the smiling sun ; 
Bed glared bis steel on big 

He struck— the deed wt 



TO THE AUTUICM UUF. 1 IS 

The struggle now is busli'd. 

His fearful writhings o*er ; 
His cbeek shall now be flush'd 

With agony no more : 
That firensied spirit sleeps 

Within a deeper gloom. 
And dark oblivion keeps 

Her Tigil o*er his tomb ! 



TO THE AUTUMN LEAF. 

Thou faded leaf ! — ^it seems to be 

But as of yesterday, 
When thou didst flourish on the tree 

In all the pride of May : 
Then 'twas the merry hour of Spring, 
Of nature's fiurest blossoming . 

On fleld, on flower, and spray—- 
It promised fair— how changed the scene 
To what ia now, from what hath been. 

So fares it wit^ life's early Spring—- 

Sape gilds each coming day, 
And sweetly doth the syren sing 

Her food, delusive lay :— 
Then the young, fenrent heart beats high— 
Whilst pasnon kindles in the eye 

With brif^t, unceasing play- 
Fair are thy tints, thou genial hour. 
Yet transient as the autumn flower. 



1 1« Te fitt Jtuftnor Uaf. 

Thou fiuled leiir?-4io#' lilce to thee 

Is beauty in her mondng pride^ 
'When lift is but a sumiiier sea. 

And hope illumes its pladd tld^-w 
Alas ! for beauty's autuititi hour, 
Alas ! for beauty's bUgfated flower. 

When hope and bliss have died !•«• 
Her pallid brow— her cheek of grief. 
Have thy sad hue,— thou faded leaf ! 

Autumnal leaf !-— thus dies the joy 

Which gleams \ip6h l5ve*s April day-^ 
But tjrrant time ! canst thou destroy 

That heavenly flame which warms the clay 
No ! though each hope may darkly set. 
Hie hearts— the heart can ne'er fbrget— 

Though anguish hovers o*er the way— 
Though fortune brings her night ilialiffii, 
Love, brightens still, on raeino^'s sbnnb. 

The heart's pure altar— 'lifSe may frown-** 

As lift hath firowned on e^er^ one ; 
And 8orrow*s cKmda come darkly dowA 

To gather d'er joy's setting sun : 
But when those c louds descend the thickest^ 
And when that iuh hath set the quickest. 

Where night-shades over-run,— 
That holy flanie glows brightly lone^ 
When all life's oSier lights are gone. 

Autumnal leaf! — thus honour's plume. 
And valour's laurel wreath, must ftde-h» 

Must lose the freshness and the bloom 
Pn which the beim of ^ory pUy'd ;— 



TO THE ACrrnlfN LlAf • 117 

The banner waving o*er the crowd. 
Far streaming like a silver cloudy 

Must sink vitbiB the shade. 
Where dark oblivion^ waters flow 
O'er hanuai weal and human wo. 

Autumnal leaf !-^thus fades the bloom 
Of youth, in hope and n>irit proud. 

When destiny's relentless doom 
Comes like the death-bolt from the cloud ;— 

When, not the slow destroyer, Time, 

But anguish scatters o*er its prime 
The blackness of her shroud :— 

Hast thou not seen the youthful face 

Where grii^, not time* hath won the nce^ 

And maik*d the dim eye's heaviness 
Where once was ardour, pride, and fire— 

The cheek unrob'd in moumfu'ness 
Once mantled in hope's gay attire. 

! hast thou seen youth fade away 

As autumn's leaf upon tlie spray ?— 
How soon its hues expire !— 

Tet joy, the meteor, cannot last 

Till even youth's career is past. 

Autumnal leaf !— >there is a stern 

And warning tone in thy decay- 
lake thee must man to death return 

With his frail tenement of clay : 
Thy warning is of death and doom. 
Of gniius btiglited in its bloom. 

Of joy's beclouded ray- 
life^ rapture, hope, ye are as brief 
An4 QcetUig at the autumn leaf! 



GREECE. 

Land of the brave ! ivhere lie ini 

The shrouded forms of mortal ^ 
In whom the 6 re of valour bum't 

And blazed upon the battle's fr 
Land where the gallant Spartan f< 

Bled at Thermopylae of yore. 
When Death his purple garment t 

On Helle*s consecrated shore ! 

Land of the muse ! within thy bo 

Her soul entrancing echoes rut 
While on their course the rapid h 

Paused at the melody she sung 
Till every grove and every hill, 

And every stream that flowed i 
From mom to night repeated still 

The winning harmony of song. 

Land of dead heroes— living slavt 

Shall glory gild thy clime no e 

Her banner float above thy waves 

Where proudly it hath swept b 
Hath not remembrance then a chi 

To break the fetters and the chi 
To bid thy children nerve the am 

And strike for /reedom once a| 

No ! coward souls— the light whici 

On Leuctra's war empurpled di 
The light which beamed on Marat 

Hath lost its splendour— ceased 
And thou art but a shadow now. 

With helmet shattered— spear ii 
Thy honour but a dream— and tb 

Pespised— deg;raded— in the du 
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WBere sleeps the spirit that of old 
Dashed down to earth the Persian plume. 
When the loud chant of triumph told 
How fatal was the despot^s doom ?— 
The boM three hundred— >where are they 
Who died on battle's gory breast ?^ 
Tyrants have trampled on the clay. 
Where death has bushed them into rest. 

Tet, Ida, jret upon thj hill 
A glory shines of ages fled ; 
And fiune her light is pouring still. 
Not on the living— but the dead ! 
But *tis the dim sepulchral light 
Which sheds a fainc and feeble ray, 
As moon beams on the brow of night. 
When tempests sweep upon their way. 

Greece ! Yet wake thee from thy trance- 
Behold thy banner wavps afar^ 
Behold the glittering weapons glance 
Along the gleaming front of war ! 
A gallant chief of high emprize 
Is urging foremost in the fleld, 
Who calls upon thee to arise 
In might— in majesty reveal* d. 

In vain, in vain the hero calls^- 
In vain he sounds the trumpet loud— ^ 
His banner totters— see, it falls 
In ruin, freedom's battle shroud : 
Thy children have no soul to dare 
Such deeds as glorified their sires— 
Their valour's but a meteor!s glare. 
Which gloums a moment, and expires. 



ISO THE DYING 80LOIE&. 

Lottltad! where feniiumiade his feign, 

Aodrefffed biB goUdea arch on higbl* 
Where MauMse nieed her tecred iuam, 

lu nuninit peering to the iky ; 
Upon thy clime the midniriit deep 

Of ignorance hath brooded long. 
And in the tomb, forgotten, sleep 

The sons of science and of song. 

Tliy sun hath set— the evening storm 
'Hath passed in giant fury by, 
To blast the beauty of thy form. 

And spread its pall upon thy sky : 
Crone is thy glory's diadem. 

And freedom never more shall cease 
Xo pour her mournful requiem 

P*er blighted, lost, degraded Greece ! 



THE DYINO SOLDIEa 

The war had ceased»its iron sound 

No more rung startling on the 
The dead lay weltering on the ground. 

And he was left to perish there. 
Hushed «ras the trumpet's stirring ton^ 
Whilst feebly rose the hoUow moan 

Of agonised dequdr. 
As pain convulsed each qoiv'ring limb. 
When life was waxing faint and dim. 



THB DYING aOLXUSU ISl 

O ! Uiiiik ye not that as be lay 

Upon the field his tife4)lood wet. 
His fimcy wandered fSur away 

To thcMe the bean can ne*er ibrget :— 
O ! think ye not he thought of those 
That shared the joys — that shared the woes 

Which on earth's solitude be met^ 
And twin'd the ties around his heart 
Which joy nor wo could rend apart i 

He did— and blame* him not that tears 
Burst from him in that painful hour. 

Thinking on all which life endears. 

And diecks affliction's baleful power ;«^ 

On early childhood's promised bliss^ * 

On early love's delightful kiss. 
And beauty's Eden flower — 

On all the lovely scenes which gleam 

Brightly upon Hope's fairy dream. 

.Alas ! — his dream passed cUirkly on. 
Its fairest tints enrobed in night. 

Life's early promise too was gone, 
Tho' brilliant as the moniiug's light ; 

And there he lay— the lonely one— 

His race of honour quickly run. 
And deadi before his sight — 

Hie clay-cold earth his place of rest. 

And he must wither on her breast. 

And if it be, that as he gaz'd 

Upon the blue and starlit sky. 
His nerveless arm was feebly rais'd, 

And fimd regret was in bis eye— 

F 



O ! if h« bioger wiitwd lo Mi^ 
Along tife'i wild uid diortiy w^, 
And tbougfat 'twa bud to die. 
ForgiTC (be viih — for csnn tbou 
lie BUgiuata of life's laM f*re«rell 

Vat nich Ilia feeliugi, when the a 
Broke oD the baule'i bright an 

Then — full of hope and martUl t 
He dufa'd undauDled iu the & 

And *■ the drum'i ■wnkeiuDg re. 

Diffused a rapture thro' hii toni. 
He bleaaed the happj da^— 

The wiabed for day that ma U> u 

Hii nrord illumed wjib victory ! 

Deceitful hope 1 — behold bim lun 
The red dropi on hii mow; pli 
The death-damps gathering OD hi 
Those dark, foreninners of the I 
O I were hia gentle mother there. 
How would her iDoaniDgi rend tb 

¥et — glonous is his doom ! 
For him, his country's heart shall 
Who would not die ibr such a mc 

*WtBp not For him 1 — he perished 

He died where nohle mea sbou! 

War's thousand Traces rung U< t 

And valour lit his failing eye. 
8weet i« the dying hour to hiin 
Who, aa the light of life gnnti dii 

Lies down in riclory ! 
How honoured is the warrior's ni 
How lovely is the wreMh of biM 



V/ 



tUS REQUIEBL 

«■ Wen luttt tbou left in life*s best Uoom 
** Tbe cup of wo for me to drain.'*— £|yn»i. 

Beneath the burial clay : 
Bencflth the cold funereal stone- 
Wrapped in the mantle of decay. 
Thy fonn of graceful youth is gone ! 
O ! there was sorrow, long and loud, 
When thou was't gathered in the shroud ; 
And tears in last profusion fell. 
When wailing love bade thee farewell ; 
But none whose hearts more deeply bled 
Than his, by whom no tears were shed. 

His gf ief was echoless— 
It had no sound, .or voice, or breath. 
And his lone feeling of distress 
Had all the solitude of death. 
But the sad tear-drops of the soul 
Flowed inwardly without controul ; 
And mournfully his passive eye 
Seemed fixed in wild intensity 
Upon that lonely coffin lid, . 

yhiete all he loved on earth was hid. 

He wept his lot with none— 
Nor told the misery of his fate ; 
The earth for him held only one- 
She died- aiid be was desolate. 
O ! how he watched her beauty pine. 
And perish in its slow decline. 
When sickness blanched her cheek with can , 
StealiDg the rose that flouridied then*— 
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And how he knelt at love's comnumd 
To kiss that soft and lily hand, 
And gaae upon that failing eye 
Once glowing «;ith love's witchery. 

She was so beautiful- 
Even as a Seraph to his eyes; 
The band of death did never cull 
A sweeter flower for paradise ! 
Yea«— partial nature never drew 
A lovelier form or fairer hue— > 
A smile of more bewitching grace 
Than that which played upon her face- 
He deemed she was an angel given 
To make for him this earth a heaven. 

Enchanted hours to him ! 
And over-fraught with every bliss- 
Joy sparkled upward to the brim. 
As if to Woo hk fervent kiss. 
He wreathed ius harp with summer flowen 
And the sweet music of those hours 
Was like the melody of spring, 
When all her birds are on the wing« 

How changed ! that heart is cold— 
Her bosom rests within the earth, 
And memory's dirge hath fondly told 
Of all her sweetness, all her worth. 
Unsparing Death !•— must then the young. 
The innocent in heart and tongue ; 
The loved — the lovely, and the gay. 
Aye be the first to fall tiijr prey ?— 
Alas'^— that mild unchiding breast 
Is in the icy grave compressed ; 
And the dull earth. worm riots now 
Upon that imooth and marble brow., 
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The flowers of spring shall wave 
Above her solitary bed ; 
Tlie gay green grass shall deck her grave. 
And freshly blossom o'er her head. 
But long unheeded must he sigh. 
When year on year is sweeping by ; 
And luring c^ wither and ittum 
Before his heart shall cease to mourn. 

But love can never die- 
It fastens on die fearful tomb. 
Where all its cherished blossoms lie. 
Divested of th^ hue and bloom. 
In the deep caverns a£ the grave, 
I>ove lingers, though love cannot save ; 
Tes, in the mansions of the dust, 
Aflfection springs, and ever musU 

Another dawn shall break 
Upon this cloud -enveloped night*- 
That lovely being shall awake 
To bloom in Heaven's bowers of light. 
Though fond affection's hope was vaio, 
And tears of sorrow fell like raiii 
In that sad hour of mortal pain, 
When death descended, and no prayer 
Could ward the blow from one so fidr; 
Tet in a happier world than this, 
A world of unembittered bliss. 
Where joy hath never said, farewell. 
That pure and stainless heart shall dwell. 



A ■ 
r 

TO ••*«*•*, 



ItoNS eye of softened f^Iendotur 

Is like the pensive west. 
Whose tints so pure and tender 

The setting sun impress'd : 
Thy cheek) the summer flower. 

In pride of hue and bloom ^ 
*Tis now thy morning hour, 

Uniaded yet with gloom. 

Hope brightens now before thec^ 

As smiles the rainbow fair, 
Which bends its bright arch o'er thee^ 

Circling the summer air : 
O ! may the frosts of sorrow 

Ne*er blight that lily brow^— 
But may each conung morrovr 

Find they as blest as now. 

But should thy sky be shaded,^ 

And swept by misery— 
Should every hope be faded. 

Then, dearest, fly to me ! 
When cold hearts shall leave tlies 

In fortune's hour of ill. 
These arms will then receiTe tfaee,, 

And clasp thee fondly stUl ! 



/2f 

THE SPELL. 

11ia« is A spell tiiat binds my heart. 
Within A melancholy mood-— 

Nor tinoe can tear its ties apart— 
N<Nr mirth beguile its solitude ! 

It IS the spell of faded hours, 

When young affisction's buds were new. 
And hope illum*d the rosy flowers 

With a serene and smiling hue. 

It IS the spell of odier years- 
Tears fresh in love and tenderness ; 

Before the eye was known to tears, 
Or the fond bosom felt distress :— 

When o*er the early march of ]jfe, 
Hope's golden banner was unfurrd-^ 

And wa¥*d unshaken by the strife, 
The wintry tempests of the world : 

When not a diade of sorrow swept 
Along life's fair unruffled sea. 

And all my soul enraptured slept 
In love's delicious witchery. 

It was— >it was a dream of heaven. 
In all the rainbow's glory drest ! 

And lovely as the gem of each 

Whidi sparkles on the dark-blue west ! 

My blossoms wither on the stem ; 

'Tls viun— 'tis idle to repine— * 
To pour the lonely requiem 

O'er tb^t lo6( paradise of mine. 



Bat yet (his beanness of grief 
Emrrestbn its irj round m; » 

Nor OD mj <{Hrit find relief 
To break ita buidi of fierce con 



The phuilom formi of grirf Bii< 

My heart U ^atftered in ■ •hmud, 

Aod nerer more aball blooca ag 



STANZASL 

Lite bath iti Eunshine — but tbe i 
Which flashes od iu itoriny wave 
I) but Ihe beacon of decay — 
A Dieleor gleamiDg o^er rtie gran 
And (bough iu dawning hour ie I 
With fancy's gayest colouring, 
Tel o^er its cleud-encumber'd ni^ 
Dark ruin flapa hii taTen vio^ 

Life hath iti flowers—and what ai 
The buds of early love and Irulh, 
'Which spring and vilber in a day 
The germs of warm, conGdiug yo 
Alas ', Iboae buds deny and die 
Zre i^pened and matured in blooi 
Even in an hour, behold them lie 
Upon the atill and loneljr lomb. 



STAKZAti IM 

Life hath ite pang— of deepest thrill— > 
Thy sting, relentless memory ! 
Which wakes not, pierces not, until 
The hour of joy hath ceased to be. 
Then, when the heart is in its pall. 
And cold afflictions gather o*er. 
Thy mournful anthem doth reoall 
Bl^ which hath died to bloom no more. 

life hath its blessings— but the storm 
Sweeps like the desert wind in wrath. 
To sear and blight- the loveliest form 
Whidi sports on earth's deceitful path. 
O ! soon the wild heart-broken wail» 
So changed from youth's delightful ton^ 
Floats mournfully upon the gale 
When all is desolate and lone. 

life hath its hope— a matin dream— 
A cankered flower— a setting sun. 
Which casta a transitory gleam 
Upon the even's cloud of dun. 
Pass but an hour, the dream hath fled. 
The flowers on eartli forsaken lie— 
The sun hath set, whose lustre shed 
A h'gfat opon the shaded sky. 



STANZAS.' 

A BLIGIIT has crossed my early years, 

The /tights of life are gone^ 
£iistence like a waste appears, 
A sofitude of care and tears. 
Bleak; desolate and lone ! 
£8 



ISO ttAndOk 

Tbe spfait of vnduuiguiig giwf 

Hath gathered o'er me in a dtnid, 
'Tb hmelj as the avtanm leaf— 
And seeks no solace^ no leHefy 
Except the burial riurond. 

In bri j^iter houn my spirit bomad 

To wreath the laiurel round my btovi^— 
But now my blossoms are inumed. 
The verdant laurel wreath b spurned^ 
Give me the cypress bough ; 

And twine the chapfet» for my head 

Of cypress and funereal yew ; 
Be midnight dews upon it shed> 
Let flowers whose loveliness hatfi fled» 
Tliere blend in mournful hvt6'. 

Sing not to me the mirthful straio, 

'Tis idle mockery ; 
But let me hear the winds complain^ 
"When darkness broods upon the main^ 

And tempests vex the sea. 

Give me a dwelling in tbe wild. 

Or on some lonely shore, 
Where treachery haUi ne'er beguil'd-* 
There let me pass my days, exiled. 

And meet with man no more. 

O ! never more, O ^ never more. 
The hearths warm freshne^ ean return. 

And flow in rapture as of yore ; 

Those hours of paradise are o*er. 
Their light hath ceas'd to barn'T 
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And xasmor y like the ivy drags 

Around this aching breast, 
Wearing awaj life's, secret springs— 
The bird of hope hath ^^read her widg8» 

Deserted is her nest. 



Trandaiedfrom the '* Basia" tf Joannes Secumdus, 

Like the red hae»— which morning throwf 
Upon the fresh and dewy rose, 
Like ruby clouds in heaven above*— 
Blush the sweet lips of her I love, 
Bedewed by me in hours of bliss 
With many a fond and fervent kiss. 
Which her fair iace surrounds with brightn 
That equals winter*s snow in whiteness-* 
Like as the modest maid doth st4nd 
Holding the violet in her band— 
Like the fresh cherry on the tree 
Midst flowers of rich kixuriancy. 
When 8{Hing and summer are oombin'd 
With all their foliage iutertwin*d. 
Alas ! that I from thee must go 
When both our lips together glow-* 
£kill-^F.still—- may thine preserve their hue 
Till night shall bring me to thy view** 
But if, meanwhile, another dare 
To print the kiss of rapture there. 
May they become unto his eye 
Even paisr, than n^ cheek in dye. 



lt> THE OPENING YE>I 

Another year— another chequered 
With all its change of joy and misei 
With each delightful smile,— each s 
Hath swept along o*er Timers unret 
In its fleet course what scenes hath 
Brought o*er the path of man*s myst( 
What flowers of earth in richest lux 
His hand hath robbed of verdure an 
Hath cuird their blossoms and prepa 

J saw youth basking *ncath his caln 
In all the sweetness of his short del 
A lovely phantom danced before his 
In the bright sunbeam and bewitchf 
He thought a form so beautiful and 
As heaven's creation could not be u 
Alas ! be knew not Hope, her smih 
H avc all the splendour of the rainlx 
As fair, as gay, aye, and as transien 

Enchanted hour! O nature, breathe 
Who hath not felt thy dear, extatic 
When early youth hath watched the j 
Spring from the east and gild each 1 
When all was blithesome, and his he 
With joy that speaks not, so supreme 
The birds sung sweetly — ^gently floH 
Through banks in green and floral v 
Bright as the glow of his untroublec 

Then, when his heart was pure and c 
Did it not claim emotions from on 1: 
Was not his soul and voice upraised 
The power that framed that sun and s 
Who bade his thoughts on virtue's ai 
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And nosed his hopes above this sad sojourD, 
(Where sorrow's tears so often dim the eye. 
So oft we pluck the flower and feel the thorn) 
To heaven's promise of a cloudless morn. 

When man first quafis the cheating cup of life, 
Joy fills the bowl and sparkles to the brim—- 
He recks not of the storm with dangers rife. 
And deems the draught will aye be sweet for him ; 
But see, the sparkling beverage grows dim. 
No longer sweet to taste or fair to see— 
O ! list ye then his mournful requiem. 
Poured for the days of joyous ecstacy. 
Sad as the gale's low murmurs o'er the 



No more— no more beats joy within the breast^ 
When sin pollutes youth's fresh and crystal spring ; 
When like the night-cloud low'ring in the west. 
Fate darkly flies upon the tempest's wing.—- 
O ! Time, thine ear hath heard gay childhood nng 
light as the lark upon the flowery spray ; 
Thou too hast heard the voice of sorrowing 
Resound along thy desolating way. 
When thou hast brought a diu'k, beclouded day. 

O ! never more, when o'er expiring bliss. 
The aching heart's sad notes of anguish flow. 
Can peace again illume a world like this— 
Hansion of care, and hermitage of woe- 
Man ! weary pilgrim ! could thy spirit know 
The pains, Uie trials which beset thy way, 
Wouldst thou not shrink the task to undergo*^ 
To watch the change of love's inconstant ray— ^ • 
To feel nnkiodness' pangs as Friendship's lights 
decay. 



Tbrough tbe long uMniniful Bg<Hij of ; 
Bataold nun's scbemea, hU wiabes and 1 
How looa faope'i piomiiiH of bljai are I 



And Wf what ut tbou Hope, — k dauli 
Ideal phauioiD^wild-Ere of tbe mjnd- 
A meleor gleaming thro' life's Moraty i 
Upon tbe rapid pinions oribe wind — 
And yet without tJijr ray the eye were t 
Wilh black despair's impenetrable sbac 
Hif tight allurea us, though we caoaot 
Hke blinful haven wbich thou hast pou 
Tetwe reij, still muting, still betniyei 

TTie ardent tow in lore'* sweet accenti 1 
Tbe fervent kiss affection hatfa impreiee 
The flowery braid wbich fancy's haodhatl 
Y«, honour's laurel snd ambition's en 
■What are tbey but illusions of tbe breai 
How they deceive— bewilder — and beti 
Jjearing tbe heart defterted and distrest- 
Tbey ire the bloatonis of a summer da} 
Ai fair in blocun, as rapid in decay. 

O lline !— what fearful wrecks tliy bani 
Upon liia'a wild and cloud-cni eli^ied di 
Gaj o'er its waiea Yautb't gallant vessi 
Whilst yet the giant stonn was hushed U 
Ha me in might; wiatb, thou sawest I 
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In Aad f o m y grandeur and in rude uproar-^ 
Tbou nwest the breakers rising high and iteef^ 
Tlmt gallant Tessel dash against the shore 
Engulfed beneath the foam, to rise no more. 

Thou, 'Hme, beheld'st the Roman eagle soary 
His migfatj wings expanded as the cloud— 
Tbou saw'st the aspiring chieftain who of yore 
Came»— saw»--and conquered— thou beheld'st the 

crowd 
Of millioiis marching to the war-field proud. 
Where waved the banners at Thermopylsi, 
And gloomy death involved his blood-red shroud 
Round the three hundred men— the brave— the five. 
The Spartan band who fell so gloriously. 

Thou sawest the lofty tower of Babyloo 

Rise o'er tiie earth and cleave the vaulted sky— • 

And as the lapse pf ages hurried on 

Tbou sawest in dust its mouldering fragments lie—* 

Proudly it ftowtied as if it could defy 

In its vast might the thunderbolts of heaven— 

O pile of vanity ! upreared so high^ " 

The storm of ages round thy brow hath driven^ 

And left thy towers in ruin, crushed and riven. 

Desbtjyer Time— how swiftly dost Ihou presa 
Man*s footsteps onward to hb lonely doom- 
Rending apart afi^ction's fond caress. 
Stealing ftom beauty's cheek her rosy bloom— ^ 
And shrouding man witinn the nois^ss tornl^— 
Ah ! then un^eded shaS the buoyant spring 
Send Ibrth her sephyrs breathing with per ftime 
Reflourish in dellghtfui youth, and bring 
Her beaotifol wild biida upon the wiog. 



1S( to iHE omava ysi 

Wlwie mm the gnu* Abort that 
The dtw m*; fmben and the moi 
Bui be who mts benealh ma; no) 
Nor nkm from faig tolitarj dreu 
No— tbough fair nituie's lap may 
Apd ^iread her garaiture ot roses 

Mo mot« for him the roses acenl t1 
Oi oature tier acEire of beaut; wa 

Once more the year 19 Dumbercd- 
Ye ligfat of heart— cbf Id ren of mjr 
Pause for a while upon jour reek] 
And rtMrk the changes upon fiirtu 
O t ye who dream in lore's soft * 
Twimog round besutjr's fonii loie'i 
Little ye think thatjoylcu hour ti 
When, like tfae hot simoom, misTc 
Kiali bli^t that wreath, and with 



How oft Itw dark and melancholy 
Hath been eitended o'er the ubli 
Bathed with the tribute of afflictio 
How oft the peal of the funereal I 
Hath struck it's warning on the bI 
When o'er the lovely sod the love 
In fltfiil tones, bath pour'd a laU 

Anotber yeai — and yet another ye 
:nil tbe lost moment of reroliing 
To ua — to future ages, shall appes 
With every change of every earthl; 
Adoro'd 1^ Tiitua and disgrac'd t> 
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WtUi ihtme diflbonour'd and witb glorj Mfjkt^ 
Until the dawning of that day sublime^ 
When thu inr earth shall vanish from the tight^ 
Blaie and expire in darii obliTiout night ! 



MAN. 

Hn beait beat joyouslj in spring, 

When earth and all its scenes were new ; 
His hopes were out upon the wing. 

And all was rapture to the view. 
There was no cloud that bung on high, 

The bright blue air to shade ; 
And upwiurd as he turned bis eye. 

The sun in all his glory played. 

Swiftly on Time's unceasing course 

Elapsed his boyhood's day— 
Unstain'd by anguish or remcnrse, 

But unprofan'd and gay. 
O ! those were life's enchanted hours, 

When Innocence and Truth 
Sprung round his heart, like Bden-floweriy 

And led him into Youth. 

Youth came^-and with it came the pride 

And noUe fanpulse of the breast. 
That each unworthy deed defied. 

And each unworthy thought suppress'd s 
And in his heart was loftiness— 

The consciousness of worth ; 
How proudly did his footsteps press 

AlPDg the pilgrinuige of earth S 



Tbn PltHDH^ wba U> beat wu 

Her iiwglr htUn o'er trim (hmi 
Hb BBM eneloted her Inre^ fbf m. 

Nor twk'd be bmr the raomentt 
ScNin— eoon he wekened trma tm di 

He broke ber golden chun ; 
UpoD hie aoul Tnith pour'd her be 

And be wu linlea — pure agelo. 

He tond—And bis wu such e love 

It Kem'd not of a nrartal raind, 
But caught from Heaveii'i ■brine ■ 

So fbnd, M> (ertcDt, and rellDed. 
Aod u be weldied ber winning in 

TbA plajed in peaiiTe lorelinen 
He well beliered it cMild beguile 

life'. I- 



He lored— Bye, and be w«» belorei 

With women's fond rinceritj ; 
That heart shrunk not when furtun 

Her night clonda o'er hie destinj 
But ruin darkly OTenpmd 

Iti ivy on lore's wreeth of bloon 
thtil iu f^eshnen all had fled 

It lewnid B<dw|^fer ttutomU 

Sbe faded from him like the leaf 

In Autumn's melBOcholy bower 
O ! none nay know his beart-fell j 

The anguish of bis lonel; hour. 
In nlenl « a he saw her laid 

Lowly beneath the burial clod — 
Aud oft at eventide be Mnyed 

To iMtba willi tean Iht gnssy sc 



Andtbtn be nirtd fab eye aloft 

To Heaven's blue arch serenely fiUr, 
Wfaile deep affbction whispered soft 

Tbat worshipped one was blooming tfaare. 
But where were lore's delighted hours ? 

In dark oblivion's night ;•»- 
HHiere were his early cherished toweii? 

Swept by untimely blight. 

There came a diadow o'er his soul—* 

The past he coldly spum'd. 
Shook from his memory's controul* 

And to the future tum'd \ 
With home less warm— 4>ut not subdued-* 

He mixed in life once more ; 
With energy otheart renewed. 

But less oonf£ng than before. 

And now he press'd with heart of flam* 

In the wild struggle of mankind— 
To win the erergieens of fame. 

And round his brow the wreath to 
His idol-^Honoor ; nobly proud. 

Impetuously he bore him on. 
To raise <m* high above the crowd, 

And wear that idol, honour's crowB« 

But wither'd Hope around him dung. 
Cold as the pall around the bier— 

And Fortune's clouds above him hung 
Like wintry shadows o'er the year* 

He paused him in the noon of life- 
Reviewed the chequered course he 

The busy scenes of earthly strife 
That fonn'd the youth into the map* 



And goDB WM dl that U^jlitMra 
And buojHKy of tbou^t ;— 

Hii Kulliad met wtlh.ruda din 
; And bonw it u be ougbt. 

Hie mnnary told of bopo dee< 
Of fided dreum of hiim — 

Of joy* be TaJD); had belieTed 
Wen in > vorid eo dnar ai 

At.Uatbie win began to k^- 

lafe'i CTenipg •badowi fieU ; 
But Hope wai in hii howm ji 

Nor could abe bid ftrawelL 
But 'twu. ■ holier bope that epi 

Witbin tbii night of ghMm 1 
Around the throud ill glorf bg 

Jti beam pUfcd od tba bmta 

Iben calmneM and wott peace c 

Hi* long itiitracted breait — 
And agoniting pain no mora 

lU buroing seal impros'd. 
And when Life'* pubcs ceaoed 

The Btorua, of being past, 
^e laid faim down beneath the 

Aod peace ma bit tt lait. 



THE AhBlO^,* 

Swift across the Atlantic's bccaat 

Sped the gallant Albion, 
When the sun set in the west. 

And the blush of da^ was gone » 
Proudly o'er the billows blue. 

Spread each wide expanded sail— • 
Tlien all hearts beat high, nor knew 

Death was lurking in the gale ! 

Night her raven mantle threw 

O'er the waters, dark and wild— 
And the tempest-spirit flew 

Where so late the sun had smil* 
In the cloud-envelop'd sky 

Ruin shew'd his awful form. 
While the seamen's fearful cry, 

Mingled with the raging storm. 

llien fair woman's dying wail 

Echoed on the foaming surge. 
Mingling with the midnight gale^ 

By Hibemia's rocky verge— 
Tlien the chieff who stood Uie fight 

By thy side, Napoleon, 
IVembled as the tempest's might 

Shook the fitted Albion. 

» The resder wiU recollect that the Alhioo, bound ftom 
iw-Tork ta lirerpool, was kMt on the coast at Irefamd, on 
t SSd of AprU, 1808, when nearly the whole of the ; 
s and oew were drowned. 

t Otneral Desaeuettei. 
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Haik ! that shout of wild dismay— » 

That death-groan of agony. 
As the grave receiyes its prey 

In the deep devouring se»— 
fiee the mountain billows swell 

O'er the reeling Albion-— 
Hark ! that loud and last farewdlf 

She is heaving, she is gone ! ■ 



THE DAWN OF LIBERTY. 

(Estnet ftom a Poem, of oonridenble length, on the 0| 
ingoftheYearlSSS.} 

Lo ! a morning hath dawned on the midnight whi 

riept 
On the land of the Muse— while fair Liberty we 
While her tears flowed in anguish, and never coi 

cease, 
For the heartless oppression that tnunpled 

Greece. 
She wakes — the fierce lioness breaks from 1 

chain- 
She wakes unto glory and gladness again ! 
Bcholdl o*er her vales and her mountains afWf 
Jbrough the clouds of her shame gleams the lig; 

ning of war. 
Shall the Ottoman now with impunity tread. 
As lord o'er that land where LeiMiida8l>]ed ? 
Shame- shime on thee, Europe — the die hath be 

thrown, 
And the heroes art kft to tht struggle alonew 
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i&las ! for the land of the ▼aliant, where sprang 
The mighty in arm and persuasive in tongue— 
Where genius wag bom and where poety threw 
A. veil of enchantment to brighten the view- 
Where pfailoflopby opened her magica] page^ 
Hie guardian of youth and solace of ag»— 
Where the life-breathing canvas delighted the eya 
With the rases of earth and the hues of the sky^ 
And the scenes consecrated by passion and love 
Could glow with expression— could smiley and 

could move— 
Where the marble of Paros, all polished in forniy 
Seemed to melt and to breathe, with hunumi^ 



Where the columns in grace and in grandeur com« 

binedy 
Iwmtd the fabrics of heaven, though the worit of 

mankind! 
Where Pallas presided and blessed the domain 
On which piety reared her majestical fane— 
Where the chalice was filled and libations wer« 

I poured 

To that tutelar goddess— that Virgin adored I 
Alas ! afaall the Moslem be suffered to twine 
Bis fetters accursed round the Parthenon's shrinef 
Ilkwn forth, oUier years— and awaken, ye dead, 
¥niD your slumber of ages^arouse ye who bled 
By the Hellespont's flow — upon Ilion's plain->« 
Aiid ntge the war-coursers to conquest again : 
I Long the form of Pelides hath- slept in the urn— 
flhaUiuch valour no more to his country return? 
O ! where is the spirit, O ! where is the spear 
That checked the proud Persian's insulting career, 
lliat stood against millions unmoved as the rodL 
I When the waves of old ocean rash on to the shock f 
I lliat s|Mrit now springs from the depth of the gra?c^ 
I And daimt for its ion Ypsilanti the brave \ 
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Faith ! there roM tfaiiie altap— thy temple 
tfaere^ 
And riKMie fixmi afSur Hke a beacon in air. 
On that soil where the croas of religion wasn 
FWxn heaven imparted— hy mortals revered- 
Then once more from the sky let the dim ere 

wane. 
And the cross float in triumph o'er Atbos a 
O ! Greece — be thy mightiness such as of ol 
When the heroes of Sparta and Macedon rol 
With high emulation, to mix in the fight. 
Unshackled in arm and impetuous in might 
Remember the laurels Themistocles won-* 
liett Salamis witnem the deeds he has done ! 
Away with thy fetters, oppression and sham< 
Awake thee to honour— to freedom and fam 
Then the Muse yet again o*er Olympus shall 
And the summit of Ida re-ecbo her lay-— > 
Then Genius anew on thy region shall dawn 
' And the future shall equal the days that are j 

Fair Freedom! thou art man*s best benison( 
The birth right of earth and the blessing of bei 
Let tyranny still wield his blood-spotted swi 
Let his fury i^ion thee be ruthlessly poured 
Tet the hour is £ut dawning— the glorious hi 
When thou shalt awaken resistless in power- 
When thy sons in hot haste to the battle shall t 
For thee as their boon, or for death as their n 
Then, when thy fair standard is widely unfu 
And shines like the day-star which beacoc 

world— 
When Battle shall utter his shout of alarm, 
When Carnage shall revel, and Death lift his i 
Then shall nation with nation in union con 
And press in hot rage to the numberless lino 
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lb flgbt for the cmim that is sacred to man, 
lad daah in wild uproar, to lead ia the van. 
An the abackks of tjrants in ruin shall Ml, 
hd the earth be released from inglorioos thrall— 
than tbe mice of mankind shall ascend in acclaim, 
eil Aid the watcb>word of nations be WAfUuraTON*! 



ei 



u Tbn when thy proud standard expands to thesky, 
Aad tlqr sons rally round it to conquer or di«^ 
Then oo tbe high Andes that banner shall wat e^ 
Aad goldeD Peru burbt the chains of tbe slate ; 
Bleak tbe iron that rives, and the bands that re« 



Fi 



Aad her Incas preside in their splendour again* 
1Wii.Helvetia— tbe thunders of warfkre shall swell 
Ob Ihy gieciefB that witnessed the exploits ot' Tell ; 
Hoi oq ptoudUndcrwalden shall beam such a day 
As shone on Morgarthen and Sempsch's affVay. 
Ihanp Sannatiap— thy sun shall break forth fkom 

tfaeciood. 
And thy cfaieA in high hope to the conflict shall 



Kosdosko thy right shall maintain* 
Pulaski lead on thy bold heroes again, 
Tbey shall sweep like the Siroc to waste and destroy. 
And tbe l^Mtula roll his free waters in joy I 
Hmo, Afnci^— >then shall new liberty reign 
^1 Ob Joliba's banks and on Nubia's plain : 
FbmI Africa ages have vanished away 
Sane thy long line of Ptolemies M\ to decay-i- 
Sinoe Amilcar and Annibal slumbered in fiime. 
And thy once boasted Carthage is now but a name. 
Thine £gyp^— where Arts and where Science first 



Where the pyramids towered alofk on the view** 



( 
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Faith ! there roM thine altap— thy temple j 

there^ 
And thoae from afSur Hke a beacon in air. 
On that soil where the croas of religion was ran 
FWxn heaven imparted— hy mortals revered — 
Then once more from the sky let the dim cresc 

wane. 
And the cross float in triumph o*er Atfaos agi 
O ! Greece — be thy mightiness such as of old. 
When the heroes of Sparta and Macedoo roU'c 
With high emulation, to mix in the fight, 
Uashadded in arm and impetuous in might ; 
Remember the laurels Themistocles won-* 
Xiet Salamis vntnera the deeds he has done ! 
Away with thy fetters, oppression and shame. 
Awake thee to honour— to freedom and fame. 
Then the Muse yet again o*er Olympus shall sti 
And the siunmit of Ida re-echo her lay-— > 
Then Genius anew on thy region shall dawn, 
' And the future shall equal the days that are go 

Fair Freedom! thou art man *s best benisongiv 
The birth right of earth and the blessing of beavi 
Let tyranny still wield his blood-spotted swoit] 
liet his fury i^ion thee be ruthlessly poured, 
Tet the hour is £ut dawning— the glorious hou 
When thou shalt awaken resistless in power- 
When thy sons in hot haste to the battle shall spc 
For thee as their boon, or for death as their met 
Then, when thy fair standard is widely unfurl* 
And shines like the day-star which beaccms 

world-— > 
When Battle shall utter his shout of alarm. 
When Carnage shall revel, and Death lift his am 
Then shall nation with nation in union oombi 
And press in hot rage to the numberless line. 
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i« lb flgbt for the ctuie that h sacred to man, 
lad daah in wild uproar, to lead ia the van. 
Jtktm the abacUes of tjrants in ruin thall fkU, 

^ Aid the earth be released fh>in ingloriooa thrall— 
than the mice of mankiod shall ascend in acclaim, 
Aad the watch-word of nations be Waiiunqton*! 



» Tbn when thy proud standard expands to thesky, 
Aad thy aons rally round it to conquer or di«^ 
Tben oo the high Andes that banner shall wat «, 
Aad goldeD Peru burbt the chains of the slave ; 
Bleak the iron that rives, and the bands that re« 



Aad her Incas preaide in their splendour again* 
TWii,Helvetia the thunders of warfare shall swell 
Ob Ihy gfaciara that witnessed the exploits ot' Tell ; 
Hoi oq proudUndvrwalden shall beam such a day 
As shone on Morgarthen and Sempacirs affVay. 
ThaOp 8arniatiaF-4hy sun shall break forth fkom 

the cloud, 
Aad thy cfaieA in high hope to the conflict shall 

QVWd, 

new Koscioako thy right shall maintain, 
Pulaski lead on thy bold heroes a{*ain, 
Tbey ahall sweep like the Siroc to waste and dotroy. 
And the ^^atula roll his free waters in joy ! 
Hmo, AfKc^^then shall new liberty reign 
Ob Joliba'a banks and on Nubia's plain : 
FaMl Africa ages have vanished away 
Bbam thy long line of Ptolemies fell to decay— 
Snoe Amilcar and Annibal slumbered in fiime. 
And thy once boasted Carthage is now but a name. 
Thine £gyp^— where Arts and where Science first 



Where the pyramids towerrd alofl on the view«« 
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Wbert cirtb wan crMtlbii*imoit ezqumtef 
Upoo tiM ftir ImuiIei of tiM bowitiftil Nile— 
WlMn tiM iMuidiedUporckcd Thebes in fte loJ 



And power mod clegesee flunked ber tbeir o 
O I long bath tbeir glory been hot •• a drea 
Asa meteor of midnight that dies on the strc 
And long the descendants of Hanno the bra 
Hate bent 'neath the load that o'ertrartfaer 

slave. 
O Afnca ! when the dread mandate of beavi 
Shall proclaim to the world that thj bondi 

riven. 
When the malison rolls fh>m Eternity's brei 
And thy battle-4K>ng breathes of defiance and i 
When Uiy phalanx unshrinking— thy daring 
Shall rudi like the tempests whidi darkenei 

day- 
Let oppresuon then tanemble— let tyranny qu 
For the spirit of deep retribution shall wake- 
Let them shrink when the bolts of thy vengj 

are hurled. 
To punish a guilty and barbarous worid ! 



TO THE TURKISH CRESCENT. 

Peoud banner ! in slaughter deep dyed 
The flight of long ages liath found tliee^ 

Expending thy folds in presumptuous prii 
While the sliiclds of the mighty were r 
thee: 

Thou hast waved *mid tlie pomp and the d 
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And the panoplied rush of th« fighc*- 
Wlwn tbc ranks of tbd Tallant grew brokea and 

At tiie Sincen strode in bis ndgbt— 
I hi the day of thy doom is recorded on high ; 
! Ik stonn of tby ruin envelopes the sky. 

For the voices of thousands unite— 
The spirits of thousands combine 
' To dash thee in dust from thy toirering heigbty 
And thy glory to darkness consign. 
There are murmurs prophetic and loud ; 

There are gatherings of nations from fiur— 
Bsbold in that wild and tumultuous crowd 
The lion prepared for the war — 
Inmre ttte fleirce lion — he tosses his manoy 
fapatiently waiting the feast of the slain. 

There's a tramp on the turf, and a sound 

Of headlong and furious speed, 
And the stamp, and the prance, and the paw of 
the ground ; 
'Tis the bounding of Thessaly's steed : — 
And the helmetted rider is tliere, 

With the blaze of reYeoge in his gIaoc»*» 
Far glitters the flash of his sabre in air. 
And the plumes o*cr bis morrion dioce— - 
See ! he buries the spur in his courser's red flanks 
And breaks the firm front of the Ottoman ranks. 

Who presses amain in hot haste. 

Thus covered with dust and with foam ?-— > 

'Tis the Suliote cbieAain — the lord of the waste- 
He comes from the hills of his homo : 

He comes ! in impetuous might-*- 
He comes ! in ficterious joji—- 
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liks the iDgel tbtt rides oo the tempest of bI, 
His «nn-is out^tretcbed to destroj ; 
The cbngor of steel and the war.4hout resoon 
See, see tbs proud Crescent is burled to the groi 

Lo ! the storms in derk violence breftk 
0*er the Piss where Leonidas died— • 

Awake, Spartan spirits— dead heroes, awak 
On the spot where ye fell in your pride ! 

Hark ! the trumpet is rending the air, 
It sounds o*er the earth and the waves of 



Tour sons are embattled, and sternly they sv 
Thai earth and those waves shall be free 
And God hath looked down on that Christian ai 
And hath broken the yoke of the Infiders swa^ 

Now the Red Cross is floating in peace. 

The free Hellespont rolls its glad waves- 
Triumphantly shout the bold heroes of Gree 

For free are their forefadiers graves ; 
Prophetic and true be the strain ! 

Earth ! red be thy breast with the Ottom 
gore. 
Till Freedom shall smile on Ionia's main. 
On ihe fair Cyclades and Fieria's shore- 
Break forth ! thou bright morn, when all nat 

shall see 
The land of the bard and the warrior ^r^. 



•• A MAN OF SOBROWS.- 



A MAN of forrows and of 

'Twas thus, of old, the prophet sun^ 
Who felt the words of heaven flow 

In inspiration from his tongue : 
Well might the prophet's words be soolh 

To all beneath the golden sun ; 
JBot be it mine to paint their truth 

In the dark destiny of one. 

Kind nature gave him feelings strong, 

Lofty, impetuous and sincere, 
But envy, perfldy and wrong. 

Conspired to lay those feelings sear.— 
Xleoeiveid, deserted, and betrayed. 

By many « shaft of fate pursued. 
The Muth to him became a slwd^ 

A melancholy solitude. 

He knelt at many an idoVs shrine. 

But found congenial warmth in none ; 
And every wreath his hope could twine 

Was quickly blighted, and undone ; 
And then he bowed beneath the woe 

That brooded o'er life's little span : 
He bent him to affliction's blow— - 

He bent— but bore it like a man. 

In proud and tmeomplaining grief. 

He walk'd upon liis lonely way ; 
But have ye marked tlie yellow leaf. 

Consuming on tbe broken spray ? 
He loved its dying beauty well ; 

To him it had a warning ton«, 
And when its bloom to ruin fell 

It seemed an emblem of his own. 
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He loved to watch the setting sun 

Go down beneath the crimson west ; 
And wishM bit own oareer were run. 

That be might aUm be at rest. 
He thought the sod would lighter press 

Than life's accumulated woe ; 
He thought the wave of cold distress 

Perchance would there forget to flow ! 

There wa$ a time---what bcKits h now 

On spectres of the past to call ? 
For will it cool his burning brow— 

Or will it gild his-qiirit's pall ? 
But jet there was i^ joyous time^ 

When youthful hope delighted sung. 
And o*«r his bright and golden pHme 

The sunny sky of fortune hung* 

His heart was then in fVeahest play. 

And in iu fair unclouded spring $ 
And blithesome was hu roundelay. 

Like thfit of wild birds on the wing : 
Oh, fur that sou]>encfaanting song 

Which charm'd his boyhood's rosy hou 
When being's current swept along 

A shore of verdure and of flowers. 

When freely flow*d life's fountain wave 

In waters of the purest hi lie. 
And every scene existence gave 

Was fresh, was beautiful, was new : 
When from the holy fane of thought 

His mind derived supreme delight, 
And ev*ry tint that fancy canght 

Was fidr, and glorious, and bright. 
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When all creation's ample space 

Before him spread her bosom fair. 
And gratitade would fondly trace 

A kind Creator's bounty there ; 
When on his grand majestic march 

The sun punned ki» glad career. 
And hcaren upreared it*s smiling arch. 

For day's resplendent -charioteer ! 

When midsjgfat spread her milder veil 

Upon the soft and dewy sky. 
And the fair moon was seen to sail 

In pensive loveliness on high ; 
And, followed by the evening star. 

With silver clouds around her cnrl'd. 
Danced on the mountain height afar, 

A cheering beacon to the world i 

When oo the mighty thunder-storm, 

The bow of promise bent its span, 
like mercy, holding o*er the form 

Of erring^ but repentant, man i 
And vrreathed its belt around the aii^ 

Where the black tempest hung bis shroud. 
Glowing in mingled colours tliere» 

The Almighty's iianner on the cloud ! 

Oh ! when his heart was in its prime. 

These scenes were revelry to him. 
Ere the unsparing band of time 

Around them bung his mantle dim«- 
Ere each emotion felt the chill, 

The blight, the scathe, the withering. 
The deep and agonising thrill 

Of a c#Jkl world's inypoiioned sting. 
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Hii earthly i<]oIf— >wiiere are tbey ?— 
Ay e ' let the voice of memory tell ! 

Sprung there one blening on hii way ? 
There the untimely mildew fell ! 

Was there one flower upon hit path ?— > 
^ There the hot blast of ruin blew. 

Id all its deflating wrath. 

To sear and scorch its lustrous hue I 

Behold him now !— -the silvery frost 

Not yet hath fallen on his head- 
Yet is his every solace lost— • 

His every hope d pleasure deed f 
And years of pain away must roll, 

£'re his brpw wear the almond tree ; 
Yet wintry age hath chilled his soul 

To iciness— and where is he? 

Behold him mid the giddy throng 

IVbo dance the. days of life away. 
In joy, in revelry and sod|^ 

Seeming the gayest of the gay ! 
Behold him in the courtly hall. 

Where pleasure leads her finpUc tndo» 
The blithest at the festival, 

Where folly holds her orgies vain ! 

Behold him in his midnight hour. 

When lighter hearts are lost in sleep. 
And mark his struggles with the power 

Of anguish|too severe to weep ! 
Nor be that proud deceit, a blame 

Which o'er^ his agony he flii 
Th' expiring eagle doth the same, 

And hides his death-wound with his wj 
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But yet awliile^oh, jret awhi1e» 

Victim of lorrow ! tboH must bear-*- 
Thy heart must still assume the smile. 

To hide the bathed arrows there : — 
Soon may the cold turf be thy bed— 

Soon may the i^een grass o'er thee wa?e— 
Soon may the nrb thou lovest, shed 

His parting light upon thy grare ! 



TO AN ACCOMPLISHED COQUETTE* 

** Woman^ tear* produced at win, 
D9cmw9 iu life, unmao in denth."— j^on. 

I deemed thee all thou seemed'st to be. 

Ingenuous, artless, and sincere. 
And gave a trusting heart to thee, 

Whidi would have held thee ever dear 
But I have found thy liollowness 

With deep and unalloyed regret. 
And having proved thee valueless 

I now lament that e*er we met.-« 
For thou liast been a bttleful star 

Upon my bang*s destiny. 
And thou hast striven too well, to roar 

My bosom's sole felicity ; 
To desolate and to beguile 

A soul that worshipped thee too weli, 
A ftoul on which thy faithless Dmilc 

Like light from God*s own altar fell.- 
Hut when I saw that smile could fall 
'With c«jual warmth on one ar Ji aU, 

G 2 
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Hii etrUiljr idolf— >wbera are tbey ?— 

Ay e l e t the voice of memory tell ? 
Sprung tbere one bleming on hii way ? 

Hiere the untimely mildew fell ! 
Was tbere one Bower upon hk path ?— 

Tbere tbe bet blast of ruin blew. 
Id all its dewilaiiDg wratb, 

To sear and scorch its lustrotts hue ! 

Bebold him now !— -the silvery frost 

Not yet bath fallen on his head- 
Yet is his every solace lost-— 

His every hope of pleasure deed ! 
And yean of pain away must roll, 

E*re his brpw wear tbe almond tree 
Yet wintry age hath chilled his soul 

To iciness— and where is be? 

Bebold him mid the giddy throng 

IVbo dance the. days of life away* 
In joy, in revelry and sod|^ 

Seeming the gayest of tbe gay ! 
Bebold biro in tbe courtly ball. 

Where pleasure leads ber frolic trail 
Tbe blithest at the festival, 

Where folly holds ber orgies vain ! 

Bebold him in bis midnight hour. 

When lighter hearts are lost in sleef 
And mark his struggles with the powc 

Of angoish|too severe to weep ! 
Nor be that proud deceit, a blame 

Which o'er^bis agony he flings— 
Tb' expiring eagle doth the same. 

And bides bis death-wound with his 
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But yet awhile^ob, jret awhile. 

Victim of lorrow ! tbou must bear-*- 
Thy heart must ttill assume the smilct 

To hide the barhed arrows there : — 
Soon tnay the cold turf be thy bed— 

Soon may the i^een grass o'er thee wa?e— 
Soon may the nrb thou lovest, shed 

His parting light upon tliy gniYe! 



TO AN ACCOMPLISHED COQUETTE* 

** Woman's tear* produced at will, 
Ocosiva in life, unman in denth."— j^on. 

I deemed thee all thou seemed*st to be. 

Ingenuous, artless, and sincere. 
And gave a trusting heart to thee, 

Which would have held thee ever dear 
But I have found thy hollowness 

With deep and unalloyed regret. 
And having proved thee valueless 

I now lament that e*er we met.-« 
FiMT thou hast been a baleful star 

Upon my being*s destiny, 
And thou hast striven too well, to naar 

My bosom's sole felicity ; 
To desolate and to beguile 

A soul that worshipped thee too weli, 
A soul on which thy faithless smile 

Like light from God*s own altar fell.. 
Hut when I saw that sQ)ile could fall 
With c«|ual warmth on one ar X aU, 

G 2 
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And found tlw tweetneM of thy lip 
A fonwnon flower which bU might sip, 
S«y, oouM I trust that spirit free 
Whkh ererj fool could share with me? 

Ungmtefol ^rl— I will not chide 

Nor vex thee with an ai^pry brow. 
For I have fondly deified 

Thy soul, and cannot bate thee now :«» 
But yet— be t u r e m y blighted hours. 

My feelings wrung, my spirit's fall. 
My mind's decay, my wasted powers. 

Shall loudly on thy conscience call. 
When beauty's transient sway is o'er. 

And flattering fools, who now surround thee, 
Shall leave thee to return no more. 

As cold and heartless as they found thee ; 
Then-^ngrate^ when thou art in pain 

And sorrow as the man thou'st wronged. 
Remembrance shall bring hach. ag^i^ 

The heart that once to thee belonged :-^ 
And all it6 warm devotedness. 
And all its ardent seal to bless^ 
Unto thy memory shall return ; 
And thou at length shall wake to moum» 
For many a solitary day. 
The heart which thou Ivis thrown away. 



FREEDOM. 

Wren the world in throngs ahall prcw 
To the battle's gloriot^ Tan, 

When the oppresed shall seek redress, 
And shall claitn the rights of man; 
Then shall FVeedom smile again 

On the earth and on the main. 

When the tide of war shall roll 

Like imperious ocean's surge. 
From the tropic to the pole, 
And to earth's Iremotest verge ; 
Then shall valour dash the gem 
From each tyrant's diadem. 

When the hanner is unfurled. 

Like a silver cloud in air, 
And the champions of the world 
In their might assemble there ; 
Man shall rend bis iron chain. 
And redeem his rights again. 

Then the thunderbolts shall fall 
In their fury on each throne. 
Where the despot holds in thrall 
Spirits nobler than his own ; 
And the cry of all shall be, 
Battle's shroud or liberty ! 

Then the trump shall echo loud 

Stirring nations from afar. 
In the daring line to crowd, 
And to wear the blade of war ; 
While tlie tide of life shall rain, 
And encrlmson every plain. 
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Tbeo Um SuiG^n iball flee 

From the city of the Lord— 
Then the light of victory 
Shall iUume Judea*8 sword ; 
And new liberty diall shine, 
Ob the plains of Palestine. 

Then the Turlf shall madly view. 
How his Crescent waxes dim, 
Xiike the waning moon whose hue 
Fades «way on ocean's brim ; 
Then the cross of Christ shall sund 
Ob that consecrated land. 

Yea— the l^ht of freedom smiles 
On the Grecian phalanx now. 
Breaks upon Ionia's isles. 
And on Ida's lofty brow ; 
And the shouts of battle swell. 
Where the Spartaa lion fell \ 

Where the &Murtan lion fell : — 

PhMid and dauntless in the strife- 
How triumphant was bis luiell ! 
How sublime his dose of life ! 
Glory shone upon his eye. 
Glory which can never die ! 

Soon shall earth awake in might. 

Retribution shall arise. 
And all regions sliall unite 
To obtain the glorious prise ; 
And x>ppression*s iron crown 
To the dust be trodden down. 



STANZAS. 157 

When the Almighty shall deform 

Heaven in bit hour of wrath, 
When ttie angel of the ttorm 
Sweepf in fuiy on his path ; 
Then shall tyranny be hurled 
From the bosom' of the world. 

Yet — O! freedom— yet awhile, 

All mankind shall own thy sway. 
And the eye of God shall smile 
On thy brightly dawning day ; 
And all nations shall adore 
At thine ahar erermore. 



STANZAS. 

I SAW her in life's rooming bloom. 

In youth and beauty brightly gay. 
And Utile thought the sarage tomb 

So soon would steal her charms away ; 
1 saw her when her eye was bright' 

As the blue vestment of the sky» 
And little thought the fearfbl night 

Of the death angel was so njgh. 
And it was mine to see her fade. 

To see her wither day by day. 
And it was mine to see her laid 

Beneath the cold repulsiTe clay ; 
And then the sad funereal bell 

Bore the death-music to my ear— 
'Twas hope's and love's expiring knell, 

Yet I was left to linger here* 
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She moved «ioog in loveliness 

As wonmi moved at £d<»n*s birth. 
And seemed so angel sent to bless 

The weaiy wilderness of earth. — 
1*00 soon the earth received her form. 

Nor worth, nor innooeoce could save 
Her bosom from the earthly worm. 

Her beanteooi blossoms from the grave ! 

And many sorrowed o'er her lot. 
And many wept beside her bier— 

By heaven ! too soon she was fori^ot— 
And time full early closed the tear.— 

Yes — ere the grass begin to spread 
Its verdure o'er her fresh and green. 

Her memory from their hearts had fled. 
As if that memory ne*er had been : 

But on my heart the seal is set- 
That image dwells forevermore. 

To keep alive its food regret, 
'Till life's last agony be o'ec* 



•• A wetd— tiist mostbe snd hath been.**— J^x. 

Thebz ia a word that rtnds the heart. 

Which all have said and all most say, 
Which breaks the bands of love apart. 
And dri^^ the dream of bliss away : 
Andean when youth delighted springs 
Fresh into life and gaily sings. 

Light as the wood-lark on the spray, 
Tliat dreaded word may then be said 
Sad as the anthem o'er the dead* 
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A word— that makes us sadly oyrn 
That all our dearest joys are vain/ 

Which bids us trace our steps alone 
Aloog the flinty path of pain ; 

Which uttered by the parting breath 

When the soul feels the chill of <Untb, 
And life is last upon the wane. 

Commands the tears of love to flow 

For all it cherished here below. 

A word— whidi breaks the fond caress 
Of yoQthftil hearts in happy hourSi 

Which makes the world a wildemessy 
Devoid of verdur^y sun, and flowers ; 

The faded leaves bestrew the ground— 

The fatal ivy wreathing round 
O'ershades the broken bowerSf 

Where once the rose and lily grew 

And spttklsd in the matin dew. 

A word— that severs every tie 

Which hope believes will last for aye^ 

Which dims the light of beauty's eye 
And chases all her smiles away— 

That sheds affliction o'ev her brow. 

And wrings vrith pain her breast of snow— 
What is this word which all must say ? 

Youth, manboodji age ! ye all can tell ! 

It is that fatal word, FarewtU / 



THE MIND'S MIDNIGHT. 

There is a season of distress 

When life hath lost it*s ttvery charm. 
When lbrtune*s smiles no longer blcva 

Nor even danger's fVowns alann ; 
*Tis when o*er hope*s eipiring thrill 

The heart pours forth il*s requiem. 
When yoiing affection's voice is still. 

And bliss hath died upon the stem. 

Woe for that midnight of the mind ! 

Woe for it's silent loneliness ! 
Then the sad cypress wreath is twined, 

And life is bleak and pleasureless.-— 
How changed from that enchanted hour 

When love was new, when heifVen smiled, 
And joy put fortb her lily flower 

To blossom on life's desert wild. 

Lost love and hope— your hues are bright 

As the fair blush of early spring- 
Away, away— -your joys are light, ' 

But ever, ever on the wing. 
O ! love u but a meteor beam 

Which dances on time's stormy wave — 
And hope is but the firefly gleam 

Whidi lures us onward to the grave. 



When this feverish being shall slumber in rest 
A prey to the worm— wilt thou think of me thei 
Will my memory be shrined in thy innocent lire 
When life cannot glow in thin bosoiu again ? 
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Wben that lorrowful moment shall comt, ■• it 

most-— 
had the destb-cloud ihall darkly eiifdope my 

brow— 
When tbia heart with it's firaildes shall ilatp in 

thedoat, 
Tbo* it beat with afiection and love for tiiaa now,. 

Is diere not in yon heaven a happier dime 
Whore the bliss that hath withered shall bloMom 



Where our lore shall reflourish, unwastcd by timey 
With moreczqniiite aweetnessy-morebe a utiftil bae? 

There is— 'tie a dime which our spirits shall find 
Divested of woes that have dooded them her^— 
Where our hopes shall be freshened, our hearts re- 
entwined, 
i^nd the carol of joy shall enrapture the ear* 

With thee was each innocent wish of my youth. 
Ere grief gathered round which I could not fimsce. 
Each noble emotion of honor and truth 
Was kindled and warmed into being by thea ! 

Thou taughtest me to turn from the treacherous way 
Where my footsteps in darkness and fUIy had 

strayed; 
Thy love was the light which illumined my day. 
Which led roe where virtue in brilliancy phiyed. 

Then tho* fata bath wrapped round mo her darkest 

attire, 
Tho' my hope hath been «rrecked on adversity's sea; 
One. solace u lefl me which cannot eipire, 
Tbt powers in yon heaven are blooming for thee ! 
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Tm— thai kwr e-moiildtid -fonn may go dowi 

dusty 
And tbB gnm tmf and eardi-clod abof e Um 

Tec film is my bops» and miabaken mj tnis 
Hist tby soul shall find refuge and bliss in tl 

And when o*cr my borison, death's shsdov 

move^ 
When life like a dream of the morn shal 

flown— 
May my h ea r t , all its errors forgtven, but p 
As imsnUied, as stainkssy as ]Hire as tby ow 



TO CORA. 
** Anlmni, qaod pefdkDt, optat**— FefnmJw Ai 

Cha&m of my life, too earfy flown^ 

Too eariy lost-^-yet eter dear 
And erer loved, why hast thou gone 

And left my soul forsaken here. 
To muse on joys that fiided fast 

As mMeor lights upon the sea. 
Before my days were overcast. 

And hope was lost, in losing thee ! 

Not yet forgot ! notyetfoigot! 

The memory of thine angel smile 
Beams o'er the darkness of my lot. 

And lights its loneliness awhile ; 
And when this eye that cannot weep 

Is closed in slumbering at eten, 
Thou comest to my view in sleep 

Like some enchanted dream from heai 
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Not yet forgot — altho' the tie 

Which wreathed our hearts is rent in twainy 
Thine image itill doth linger nigh 

To soothe the agony of pain ; 
And tbo* the storms in blackness crowd 

Abore my head, foreboding ill, 
Tboo art the rainbow on the cloud—* 

The gem to gUd it*s darkness still ! 

And time his gloomy veil hath spread 

To frown between us coldly now. 
And midnight gathers o*er my head— 

But Cora ! Cora ! where art thou ? 
Still springs this desolated breast 

To bless the one it cannot see. 
And tho' by many a grief oppressed. 

Still mounts its prayer to heaven for ttice. 

For thee, for thee, this lonely heart 

Could every pang of fate endure. 
Content my blessings should depart 

Thy bliss, thy safety to secure. 
So dearly doth my spirit prise 

Thy soul of spotless purity, 
I would not ask for paradise 

Unless it's joys were shared with thee ! 

Loved^Iost, forever— still shall earth 

Her varied garb of seasons wear, 
But spring to me can give no mirtib, 

Nm* summer's music lull my care.—- 
Yea— lost forever ! still the tide 

Shall heave upon the gloomy main, 
Which rolls between us far and wide. 
And tells, we ne'er shall meet again. 
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Yet whUao'ci' 1117 ftle may be,' 

HDwarrr dark tba bne it wMr,— 
Om kaoD diou hwt taught 10 me, 

Wban •Ofraw louU tbe heart— « 
E'en from that bant 10 geDtlj itm 

II aeemed that pain its cbonh wo 
Idy (iwn bath learned when flercelj 

To bear, tlio' J07 be huabed for < 



SKETCH, Ma L 

Hu fdce had loit Ok 
Of ret^len childbood— and his eye it' 
There waaao eameU Giedaest of gui 
DeootiDg that the heart benL-alh had 1 

Had giren place to pensiTC Ihoughtl^l 
The Bpiigfatlf gait, tiie laughiDglip, « 
To calm sad aobcr scriouuieu of mie 
Cloudi bung above his fouih— fonak 
BemTcd affection— and the broken g> 
Ofardent feeling— and tha blighted I 
OTjouDg enjoytDcnl, like the aombrc 
Hung o'er his bean, and all beneath 
Dark at the deep and midnight tonel 
Which reigna within tbe vaulted sepu 
And now no more bi» fancy reTelled 
The morning cloud, that spreadi it'i f 
Along the eait and brigfalsna in the s 
Nor on the (irgin bluihei of the rose 
Opening her boaoin to the Hummer g. 
Nor on the Taried coluuii of the bow 
Which beiidi it's blue and crimaon an 
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3Ut when temperts vexed the brow of nigbt, 
the dju^ angel of the gloom went forth 
his wild and desolating mardiy 
jl^owed hii apirit with strange eztacy, 
leld high converse with the elements. 

]|Wb would he cull the cypress crown 
the aad leaves of the sepulchral yew, 
round his temples bind the joyless wreath 
diflferent from the gay end floral crown 
b bloomed upon his brow in earlier days ! 
• was an air of stem and proud endurance^ 
his ^irit, tho! it ceased to strive 
Iron destiny, had learned to bear j 
it acomed to raise the sad lament 
liroken hearted wail o*er it's misfortunes^ 
ipumed the false and hollow sympathy 
unmn kind-->but chose the nobler part, 
restle with it*s agony in silence. 



SKETCH^ Na IL 

The scene was changed-* 
f qprupg upon the desert rock, 
Msom. flourished on the blasted tree : 
latal star once more in golden li^t 
lied its march and beaconed him to joy. 
hmely* lovely being prized his worth, 
won his spirit &om its solitude ; 
I wore the hues of heaven— -how beautiful ! 
fair she was ! even as the dark-eyed daugliters 
Jlah*a visionary paradise. 
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Upon her cheek lo pure aod delicate 
The lily struggled with the crimson rose :^ 
And all the magic, all the witchery 
That ever lorer dreamed or poet sung. 
Glowed in the lightnings of her dark-blue c 
Oh ! she was beautiful ! her raven hair 
Hung in profusion round her neck of snow- 
And oft in maiden glee and sportiteness 
Her gentle hand would catch the roving cui 
And bind them in a braid around her brow. 
Oh ! she was beautiful ! her graceful form 
Moved upon earth so lightly and so free—* 
She seemed a seraph wanderer of the sky. 
Too bright, too pure, too glorious for earth 
He loved, nay more, he madly idolized. 
And kneeling in devotion at her shrine 
Breathed unto her prayers that were due to hi 
His spirit sprung to hers — all other thought 
All other feelings vanished from his mind. 
And one intense, devoted, deathless ardour. 
One passion, joyous even to agony. 
Glowed in his throbbing heart— and this was 
Yes, it was Love .' let the cold-hearted smil 
And let the senseless, the unfeeling fool, 
Whose dull lethargic spirit never soared 
Beyond its vile and perishable clay. 
Who steals thro' life unblcssing and unblest 
Let him deride those throbs he cannot feel,- 
But angds bless and heaven inspires such Ic 
Oh ! the heart's deep and fond idolatry ! 
Source of delight and of severest woe ! 
There hangs a morning wreath on Beauty V{ 
When life is in its spring, and time as yet 
Nor blights the bud^-nor steals the 6oret*s . 
Look once again— >the mildew of decay 
And sorrow's canker have been working the 
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lored— tbe stream of being floweJ^ 

leanos cUmced upon its placid wave : 

ws bad passed on, nor left a tear 

's sullen impress was effaced^ 

ras brilliancy-»-tbe sun went fbrth 

ky of dear and smiling blue— 

e blossomed round him— eartb Gontained 

of Eden, and that gem was hist 

iw were all the trials, all the woes^ 

i anguish of his troubled youth ? 

« of the mind had gathered o'er tbem^ 

uyry was lost in present bliss. 

n douds were gone, and the sweet song 

gave promise of a sunny noon; 

nge mysterious power of Destiny ! 

n the storm was gathering afar 

riion — soon it swept amain 

Dlation on its midnight wing ! 

n then, when life was extacy 

red the' vial of its fiercest wrath— 

il garb was ready — hearts beat high-* 

udden as the tiger from his lair . 

rung upon his victim, and the crown 

▼e entwined, reposed upon the grave^ 

be maid was wreathed the cold cymar— i 

er prime— and in the full fresh play 

I, onchangeable and warm affection ! 

the bier was placed within the aisle, 
il rites were said, the anthems sung 
uded innocence and loYeliuess : 
imed the clay, and heaven the spotless 



• of wail arose^bnt where was he ?— 
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And where mm be ?.^-clecl in the leble weed 
Of outwaid eorrdtr, to attract the cold 
And beartlcH phy of a calloiu world, 
flay, ifid he mingle with the weeping throng 
No^ hot his heart wai robed in mourning, ai 
He kept aloof in broken-hearted pride ! 
But ere the coffin had endoaed her form. 
He stole in breatUefls ulenoe to the spot 
Where lay the early victim — fearfally 
He raised the veil Arom that still lovely faco 
Which death bsd altered not— and there he f 
In calm, serene, and voiceless agony, 
Casing upon his bride— one farewell glance 
He gave, and then impressed one long, last 1 
Upon her colourless and lifeless lip. 
Then rushed away, away, forevermore ! 
The morrow came^the requiem bell was to! 
The clod struck hollow on the coffin lid— ^ 
The mourners stood around— but he was goi 



VERSES, 
WrUten after vievpmg the Corpse cfa Young L 

In the pride and glory of youthful spring 

Thy lamp of life hath perished. 
Decay hath waved bis raven wing 

O'er the rose which beauty cherished :— 
How gay thou sported lift) along 

In maiden bloom, and joy, and song- 
How soon o*er thy pathway Death hath driv 

And borne thee away in his arms to heavs 
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iliall tby footsteps ligh'tly tread 
9 hill when iliornihg blntbes, 
roice it's winning rautic shed 
i the cleer blue fountain gu ahd s 
am shall roll in gladness on 

flower that graced its banks is gone- 
dawn shall blush, but nerer shine 
1 a fairer form than thine. 

r, when the snmmer moon beams full, 
be summer stars are shining^ 
r gentle haiid the lily cull, 
rMth with thj tresses twining— 
; shah thoo cull the violet blue 
'a leaves are wet with evening dew ; 
ne is the cold and icy pall, 
of lofve's gay coronal. 

\am is die light of that speaking eye? 
livion darkly clouded— 
s that cheek of purest dye ? 
s winding sheet enshrouded : — 
m which lat^ in beauty sprung, 
ich aflbction fondly hung ; 
re have It's grace and beauty fled ? 
A is broken— the germ is dead ! 

• • * • . 

y mother bend o*er thy bier, 
t her eye glanced up to heaven, 
no sob— 1 saw no tear 
he shroud of her daughter dear, 
-her inmost heart was riven ! 
;r's was that still agony 
rorks unseen and silently, . 
lows in anguish deep and chill, 
! stream beneath an ice-crowned rill. 
H 
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Nor from tl)t goUen orch of FaoM 
Doth be eraie tby hallowed name. 
Tlij ipirit with its wing unfurled 
Spreads it*i broad shadow o*er the world. 
And fettcrlese it soars on high 
To seek a homo within the sky. 
In the blue fields of yonder heaven, 
TUe fount from which tby fires are given t 



THE BROKEN HEART. 

*' The proud« who suffbr pain, 

IMieir afony will never show.**— 2)|fron» 

There is a grief that doth not wring 

The bosom with a single sigh. 
That doth not shade the brow, nor bring 

The moisture from the heavy eye ; 
Bat lives where men cannot iotrudey 

Of human things, a thing apart, 
In the dee|» bosom's solitude. 

And there it leasu upon the heart. 

It is a quiet reveller, 

As n the noiseless coffin-worm. 
That lone and sullen banqueter 

That battens on the human form— 
No wassail shout, no song of glee 

Is heard within that narrow dome. 
No echoes tell ihe revelry 

Tliat chi>ers the earth-worm in his home. 



THS LAtr tout. US 

Sudi k fkmA MrroWft'i AttiMi, 

But ah f k hath ■ higb«r picf , 
A loAicr Tietiin in its tbnU, 

A noblOT mantloD tbui tba dtf •— 
That wmtfdng lonow doth inbtrit 

A palace fraroad with wondnMit arty 
That palaee it the buman apirit— 

Ttmt wMm h tbe hroken keart* 



^ THE LA6T SONG.** 

SrftiKE the wild harp yet once again ! 

Again its lonely numbers pour. 
Then let the melancholy strain 

Be huslied in death for evermore i 
For evermore — for evermore 

Creative fiincy, be thou stilly 
And let oblivious Lethe pour 

Upon my lyre its waters chiU. 

Strike the wild harp yet once again 1 

Then be its fitful chords unstrung-*- 
Silent, as is the grave's domain— 

And mute, as the death-mouidercd tongue I 
Let not a thought of memory dwell 

One moment on its fbrmer song<»— 
Forgotten too be this farewell 

IVhich plays its penaive strings along ! 
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tbe.wjid hatp yet. ooc«. again ! 

Tba aadfdett and tba lalett lay— - 
Ilien break at once ita striaga in twai 

And they shall sound no. more for 
And bang it. on the cypress tree—* 

The boors of youth andeong have p; 
Have gone» with all thdr witchery— 

Lost lyre! these numbers are tby7e 
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THE WRECK, 
Jt Taie. 

ealtn summer evening— »on the seA 
t a perfect mirror, there was seen, 
e hazy distance, one white sail, 
ht the eye of hope and love. She camct 

Ught task was ended, to tlie brow 
Handing precipice, that hung 
'all o*er the waters. By the staflT, 
a flag was hoisted, she sat down 
1 sun-light, which, to all below, 
iep tincture to the towering cliff, 
oose folds, that tremulously waved 
Tce-breathing sea-wind, and the snow 
m tender paleness. She had caught 
rom the lone cottage of her sire ; 
'as motherless, and had not known 
i of sister ; but her heart was bound 
ecdon of a father's heart, 
le love of one who Was not there, 
pon the ocean. She had been 
•nderly and fondly ; for the hand 
ed her In that solitude was full, 
It have lived in cities, and have been 
>y the vain crowd, but that he cha«? 
se of a distant, wild retreat, 
t him to the company of books, 
lear culture of the infant mind, 
bis heart was knit by all the links 
i us to the chcrislKid and'thto ^out\^^ 
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'Dm genUtf and ilie lovely. He bad fled 
From a barali world ; and od the ocean's brinl[i 
And in tbe bosom of romantic bills. 
And by the channel of a broken stream, 
Had sought communion with tbe beautiful 
And the sublime of Nature ; but he still 
Nourished tbe kindest feelings ; and in one 
Who had from him her life, and was the life 
Of bis decaying years, he treasured up 
All he had ever known of early love 
And youth's devoted passion. She bad grbwo^ 
In her unstained seclusion, bright and pure 
As a first opened rose-bud, when it spreads 
Its pink leaves to the sweetest dawn of May, 
After a night-shower, which had wet (he vroodi 
And gardens with tbe big round drops that hax^ 
Dancing in the ft-esh breeze, and tremblingly 
Specking the flowers with light. She too had be 
Not only shielded from all tint and stain 
Of the world's evil, that tbe first clear stream . 
Of feeling in her heart still flowed as pure 
As when it first ran onward, like a spring 
That ever comes from tlie deep-cavemed rock 
Flowing in virgin crystal — but her mind, 
Wrought to habitual greatness, was endued 
With the true sense of glory. She was taught 
Tliat happiness was in the tender heart 
And the waked soul ; that the full treasure spre 
In beauty o*er tlie ocean and the earth. 
With change of season, and its ever new 
And grand or lovely aspect, was enough 
To move the heart to rapture, ai\d supply 
The food of thought, the never-failing spring 
Of sweet sensations and unwasting joys. 
But nature still was in her, and she soon 
F«It, that the fond affcctioit of her sire, 
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1 ber lored tiifct the atadj of high tfaoogfats, 
ired oat in Minted volumet, which had been 
nped in.Ae mint of Genius, and had ccnne 
3urt through darkest ages, bright as gems 
It sparkle, though in dust — the skilful touch 
instruments of music, and the voice 
eet in its untaught melody, as birds 
ar-warbling in the bushes, but attuned 
the just flow of harmonj— 'the hand 
It woke the forms of penciled life, and gave 
colour to Uie tiolet, and its flre 
the dark eye, its blushes to the cheek, 
d to tbe lip its sweetness ; or that drew 
iw the pure lawn the silken thread, and wove 
e fulMeafed vine, and the luxuriant rose, 
I petals and vermilion— or the walk 
tbe rude shore, to hear the rushing waves, 
Tiaw the wide sea sleeping — on the hill 
catch the living landscape, and combine 
e miraelet of nature in one full 
td deep enchantment— or to trace the brook 
I to ita highest fountain in tbe shade 
a thick tuft of alders, and go down 
•II its leaps and windings, gathering there 
e forest roses, and the nameless flowers, 
at open in the wilderness, and live 
vhile in sweetest loveliness, and die 
itbout an eye to watch them, or a heart 
• gladden in their beauty — or in that, 
le fondest to the pure and delicate, 
le gentle deed of charity, the gift 
lat cheers the widow, or dries up tlie flow 
r a lone orphan's bitterness, the voice, 
le melting voice of sympathy, which heals, 
iih a far softer touch, the wounded heart, 
ISO tbe vuld alms dropiied by a scornftil hand^^ 
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Thift fliqgi the dole it gnidlget— such but teti 
Anew the doted wound open ; while the fxiei 
Who emiles' when smoothing down the loi 

couch, 
And does kind deeds, n^idi any one can do, 
AVho has a feeling spirit, such a friend 
Heals with a searching balsam :•— though her < 
Passed on in such sweet labours, still she felt 
Alone, and there was in her virgin heart 
A void that all her pleasures could not fill. 
She was not made to waste her years alone^ 
But the great voice of Nature spake to hery 
That loving, and beloved by one like her, 
Youthful and beautiful, her heart would find 
In the fond interchange of looks and thoughts 
And in the deep anxiety of love. 
The measure of her joyous spirit fulL 
' And such an one slie found. One Sabbath 
•She sat within an ivied church hard by, 
Beude her honoured father, when the choir 
Sang their last chant, and the deep organ-peal 
Was dying through the twilight vault away ; 
When the set sun had thrown upon the broad 
And chequered window, one full saffron blaie 
So that the pillars glittered, and the gold 
And crimson of the pulpit tapestry 
Shone like the clouds that curtained o*er the « 
And seemed to glow, as they were folds of tin 
Hung round the dark blue mountains ; when 

light 
Fell through the aisles, and glanced along the s 
So clear, the eye was dazzled, and all forms 
Were half intensely, bright, and half deep shad< 
i lien, as the magic sunset, and the place 
Hallowed to her pure spirit, and the sounds 
Of closing melody, and the calm words, 
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1 a blcauDg on the siljent crowd, 

led to the- prayer with brcatblets awe^ 

ame o*er her feeliags with a charm 

elicious sweetness, when her soul 

irt of the new energy abroad 

ep-bal lowed mansion, and was far 

; to the glory which pervades 

Sternal Temple— then her eye, 

th her rapt spirit, chanced to fall 

ight features of a noble youth, 

e fell full on hers. As if a sense 

d being had at once possessed 

its, and a sacred fire informed 

s with one new life, 4;iey looked and loved. 

» birth of passion— there went foith 

ti an influence, that as a chain 

eir young hearts together. They would 

ir eyes, but in an instant back 

iced and met; and as they met, they fell 

onfusion downward. Then their hearts 

>bing]y ; a blush rose on their cheeks, 

and fading like the changeful play 

s on a dolphin. Thus they looked 

ites, and then parted ; but as back 

itered to their several homes, they turned 

' to behold the lovely thing, 

ice beloved, grew dearer every time 

1 eyes met ; and when they heard a sound 

that long had trembled — when the touch 
lem, and tender words were given in fear, 
e low voice quivered, and the words 

unfinished — it was then beheld 
ling more than mortal. 

Love went on, 

day expanding, like the. flower 
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That dotes with the darkness, and awakes 
When the new mom awakens. So their lor 
Caught new life from their often interviews, 
And opened, and grew riper;, their young he 
Beat in a truer harmony the more 
Their looks were blended, and their words eicl 

cd. 
So they passed on in love, a flowery path 
Over a fragrant meadow, where all hues 
Of loveliness were painted, and all airs 
Of fragrance flowing. In the pure blue hes 
Calm as a summer day, serenity 
Smiled ever, and their hearts partook the ca) 
That reigned so bright around them. 'Twas f 
Of Eden, such as soon will pass away. 
And leave the storm behind it. Not for ear 
Not for the changeful beings, who in sport 
Or torrow dwell amid its thorns and flowers, 
Is this serenity a certain thing, 
Above the reach of passion, br the clouds 
That chill and darken. They had lived awl 
JUost happy, in their pure and innocent love 
They were too young for evil ; and they km 
But ill the feeling which pervaded them. 
And drew them to each other's side, and ma 
Their hours of meeting ecstacy. Their pi a} 
Their walks, their books, their talk of other 
And other nations, all that they had gleaned 
From nature and from man — these had a zei 
Which they could ill account for ; but they 1 
And keenly felt, its happiness. They looke 
Affection, but they told it not : their love 
Was silent ; it grew on through many years, 
And ripened as the tender down of youth 
Showed the approach of manliood. 'Il)on it s 
And would nut be denied. The quiet strcs 
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3ugh its banks of veWet turf and flowariy 
an unseen channel, with a voice 
wring o*er its smooth and sandy bed— 
n now gathered strength, and checked 
lound, 

its freedom— it could not prevaiL 
>f honour, and the stem behest 
order, chained them, and compelled 
bred spirits to a separate path, 
iiem they must part, and meet no more. ^ 
i was bumble, and her simple home 
ttle of the greatness which lay hid 
} plain a shelter. Ivied walls, 
bines trained to overarch the doors 
ows ; some few beds of summer flowers, 
d shrubbery, where neatness reigned, 
checked the too luiuriant growth 
>, but subdued it not ; within 
ell-ordered household, without show 
or fashion — this concealed fr'om all, 
not in the secret, what had marred 
of its possessor, and had drawn 
.te and flatterer to disturb 
e sought so earnestly and long, 
it and was happy. He had marked 
og fondness of these youthful ones, 
times feared, but did not yet refuse 
on to their interviews. No ugn » 
but common friendship yet had met 
ful eye ; but when he saw tlie flame 
h in energy, and at the time 
e is danger, and if checked not, death — 
ras filled with fears, and well he knew, 
sir fondness could be linked by law, 
re bond of wedded love, that ruin 
90 overtake them, and his treasured child 
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Be cast on the cold world, its sport and scorn. 
Therefore he sought the parents of the youtli, 
The high and lordly. In their castle hall 
They met him, under frowning battlements. 
Behind the high-arched gateway, in the midst 
Of trophies and of pictures, which revealed 
The greatness of their ancestry. Their pride 
Was stung by the base offer, and they spumei 
The good man from their presence, and pronouc 
Their deepest malediction on their son, 
If he should ever think of stooping down 
From the high perch of his nobility, 
To woo and wed with plebeians, and those poi 
It soon was ended— with tlic generous hear 
Of a young noble, who has joined the pride 
Of lofty birth with all the unchecked force 
Of nature, be refused to bend his soul 
To the stem mandates of society. 
He loved — loved keenly ; and he could not b< 
To what seemed tyranny, and so he sought 
His wonted happiness, at least the bliss 
Of mutual tears, and vows of tenderness. 
Never to leave their loves, but always cling 
To the fixed hope, that there should be a time 
When they could meet unfettered, and be bi« 
With the full happiness of certain love. 
He aooght his usual meeting, but he found 
The%elcome door closed on him. and was toli 
He must away, for though his noble life. 
Bright with its many virtues, and high deeds, 
Had nought to alienate her fathcr*s heart, 
Yet their unequal fortunes roust forever 
Part them, and therefote he must not delay. 
He turned with heavy heart, and slowly went, 
Witli often pauses, to the sounding shore, 
And, seated on a broken ruck, looked long 



THE vaici^ 18^ 

le for blue, waten. ** I will go,** 
\, after long, silence, " I will go 
r landfis and find ifi other worlds, 
fith to quell this passion, if a Iov« 
• and (deeply cbertshed, can be quelled 
e and change. There is no plcaiure here ; 
d dead-hearted nuptials, which the great 
1 their anxious longing to retain 
)w of their once sure ascendency, 
ure by personal greatness, and the swaj 
gfa spirit, and a lofty mind 
eaoer souls— these are my deepest acorn, 
Tor, and my loathing. I am one 
ad within me a nobility 
•uros the idle prating of the great, 
eir mean boast of what their fathers wer^ 
they themselves are fools, effeminatea, 
>ni of all Who know the worth of mind 
rtue. I have cherished in my heart 
for one, whose beauty would have charmed 
ens, and have won the sensual love 
item monarchs ; but to the pore heart, 
e great soul within her, *tis to me 
t4og, and I know what *tis to love 
tual beauty, and behind the foil 
unblemished loveliness still find 
s of a higher order, and a power 
- and more resistless. Had I found 
oughts and feelings, such a clear deep stream 
id^ in one whom vulgar men had thrown 
ull pebble from them, 1 had loved, 
ith a love less fond, nor with a flame 
I intense devotion. I must go ; 
forget There is a sense of death 
o'er me, when I tear myself away 
}ne BO bright and lovely. Had the Sun 
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Set ia an endleit darkness, life bai 
Not darker than the joumej I mui 
Alone, along a bard and thorny wi 
Where only interest rules, and faiti 
Are hanisbed, and the cold and bei 
Live, each the other's plunderer, a 
Were only meant for rapine, and p 
Were made to prey upon bis kindr 
But I must go-* only one short ad 
Only a few fond words, a few dea 
One kiss at parting, and our hope 
We long have dreamed of happinc 
Joys which were more than mortal 
The bliss of mingled hearts and bl 
And long have thought the vision 
It vanishes, and I am now a wretc 
And what will be her sorrows, noi 
The sun was setting, and his lai 
Bright colours on the clouds that I 
The mountains, dimly rising in tfa 
Over a broad expanse of sheeted g 
On which a ship lay Boating. It 
Her sails were set, but yet the dyi 
Scarce woo*d them, as they tremb 
Witli an uncertain motion. She i 
As a swan rises on her gilded wii 
When on a lake at sunset she upr 
Her form from out the waveless sti 
Into the £sr blue ether so that at 
Seemed lifted from the waters, am 
Winged with hor bright sails in th( 
A voice came from that ship, the i 
The song of a light heart, and it i 
The coming of the breeze, to send 
Over the rolling ocean. He look 
On the wide wa, and on the shcvt 
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m rocking Tenel ; and at once 
■a WM resolved. He must awty^ 
x> other regions, and there strive 
•r love so cherished. He drew out 
, and then traced few hurried lines^ 
r of his absence, and his hope 
ass at his return, and yet 
•with a fear, that he should never 
wide waters to her :— -he too gave 

; if perchance a ship drew near, 
a pennon on the topmast yard, 
b a heart stamped on it, she might know 
lere^ hastening home, and be prepared 
lim, and be happy. This he took, 

narrow valley, hung with trees, 
9ts clung to the rifted rock, whose boughs 
o*erarched the glade ; along the bank 
' atream, that calmly woundtits way 
s verdant canopy, and flowed 

I fresh turf, and beds of scented flowers ; 
i took his path, and as he drew 

10 garden wall, and stood with ear 
to a sound, that came to him 

II evening air, as if a hymn 

g above the clouds, and floated down 
3aist and dews, and softly fell to earth, 
the ear of darkness-.-soon he saw 
vine bower, seated on a oouch 
' matted turf, the tender girl, 
his wishes centered, and he drew 
irough the thicket to her side, 
d first in fear, but when she saw 
lEDOwn youth, she deeply bluslied and 

king of his banishment, she dropped 
ra of truest sorrow^ He, with food 



And feeling mice, comated ber, and 
- Hi* oft repealed *oin, and told of jr 
Of undiituiiied a&tctlon — how tbat 
And tnuh would conquer, and tbeir i 
Brigbter b; their afflicLion, Thougl 
Acfaed with the thought of parting, ■ 
ETan to a stern composure, jet he a 
To D-.akc hei hupp;. " We muit pi 
I must go o'er the mb U> other landi 
It is the call of duty ; but fear not, 
I aliall return, aud then our love* ar 
Drcun not of danger on Itie ecb — on 
pFOlacta us always, and ihu houaiE I 
Feara not tbe lempou Wc loust p 
A few abort moutba — thougb ahor^ 

long 
'Witliout Iby dear sadeCy ; but yet 
We muit endure it, and our love wi 
The fonder after parting— it will grc 
Inlenaei in our absence, and again 
Burn with a keeaer glow, wben 1 n 
Fear not ; this ii my last resolie, an 
My parting kiss." He put the fold 
In ber soft band, and kiued ber oSi 
Ardently, and llien suddenly withdr 
From ber embrace, and down the ni 
Pled on with bast/ footstapt to the > 
Along the beacb he wandered, looki 
Upon the glorioua sunset, which an 
All things in glory, palming them i 
And deepeat red and aaure— orer hi 
The sky was coloured with the pure 
And theft one star shone forth, the 
Uis beacon ; and it hung above the 
As if it led bim thither. H« ivceiv 
Tbe omen, and went onward. Out 
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rood waves heaved, now blue, now greeiii 
ow tipped 

a gilt foam, and on the unruffled bay 
was a circle round the setting sun 
nost glittering gold, and as it spread 
ar and farther out, it clianged its hue 
clear glassy silver, till it seemed 
sir, and the far mountains hung above it 
nded in the sky. They darkly frowned, 
heir long shadows travelled o*&r the bay, 
e son sank still lower, while their ridge 
id like a flaming furnace, and a line 
>ttled clouds, that rose behind them, stream- 

Dg 

be clear cold North, was dyed with tints, 
the new nuubow, when it first comes out 

the dark bosom of the thunder cloud, 
(pans it with its beauty, or the hues 
veiled Aurora, when hhe first awdce 
sprang from darkness, and with saffron robe 
rofy fingers, drove her fiery car 
ver Ida to the higlier heaven. 

went amid these glorious things of earth, 
ient as glorious, and along the beach 
owy sands, and rounded pebbles, walked, 
bing the coming of the evening tide, 
g with every ripple, as it kissed 
pravel with a softly gurgling sound, 
still advancing up the level shore, 
in his deep attraction, it flowed round 
oot-prints, and awoke him. When ho came, 
e a long reef stretched out, and in its bays 
led from the shelving rocks, received the sea, 
held it as^a mirror deep and dark, 
ausfld, and standing then against the ship, 
ave his signal. Soon he saw on board 
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The stir of preparation ; they let down 
A boat, and soon her raised and dipping oax 
Flashed in the setting light, and round Tier j 
The gilt sea swelled and crinkled, spreading 
In a wide circle ; and she glided on 
Smoothly, and with a whispering sound, that 
Louder with every dipping of the oars, 
Until she neared the reef, and sent a surge 
Up through its coves, and covered them with : 
He stepped on board, and soon they bore him 
To the scarce rocking vessel, where she lay 
Waiting the night wind. On the deck he s 
And looked to one point only, save at times 
When his eye glanced around the mingled s 
Of beauty and sublimity. Meanwhile 
The sun had set, the painted sky and clouds 
Put off their liveries, the bay its robe 
Of brightness, and the stars were thick in he 
Hiey looked upon the waters, and below 
Another sky swelled out, thick set with star: 
And chequered with light clouds, which firoi 

North 
Came flitting o*er the dim-seen bills, and sh 
Like birds across the bay. A distant shade 
Dimmed the clear sheet — it darkened, and it 
Nearer. The wavelebs sea was seen to rise 
In feathery curls, and soon it met the ship, 
And a breeze struck her. Quick the floatin| 
Rose up and drooped again. The wind car 
Fresher; the curls were waves; the sails 

filled 
Tensely ; the vessel righted to her course. 
And ploughed the waters ; round her prow the 
Tossed, and went back along her polished si< 
And floated off, bounding the rushing wake, 
That seemed to pour in torrents from her st 
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itill fresheDod, and the sails were stretcb- 

urds cracked. She bent before its rorce» 
id her ]ee-ude low beneath the waves, 
ut she went to sea, as when a hawk 
a dove, and with a motionless wing 
ght yielding air. The mountains dipped 
L walls to the waters, and the hills 
ired their green tops o*er them. One 
oint, 

a lighthouse blazed, alone stood out 
lad sea, and there he fixed his eye^ 
s last look of his native shore. 
re away, and still the wind blew strong, 
hip ploughed the waves, which now wer« 

id rolling billows. All were glad, 

;hed and shouted, as she darted on, 

ged amid the foam, and tossed it high 

deck, as when a strong curbed steed 

9 froth from him in his eager race. 

een dimly star-lit, but the moon 

ig, silvered o'er the tossing sea, 

ted up its foam'wieatlis, and just threw 

ng glance upon the distant shores. 

; his eye— the sinking rocks were bright, 

ear line of silver marked the hills, 

9 had said farewell. A sudden tear 

ind his heart was melted ; but he soon 

i the weakness, and he calmly watched 

Ig vision. Just as it retired 

common darkness, on his eyes 

, and with his looks turned to his home, 

•er than his home— to her he loved, 

id them* and his thoughts were lost in 



( 



192 THE WRECK, 

Bright and loo glad to be uMlities. 
Calmly be slept, and lived on happy dreams. 
Till iiom the bosom of the boundless sca« 
Now spreading far and wide without a shore. 
The cloudless sun arose, and be awoke. 

Tbe sky was still serene, and from the bed 
Of ocean darted forth the glowing sun, 
And flashed along the waters. On they saile< 
The wind blew steady, and they saw that sun 
Rise, and go down, and set, and still it blew 
Fre&hly and calmly. They had led the shofc 
Long leagues behind them, and the mid-sea m 
Bore them upon its bosom on tlieir way 
To lands where other flowers and other trees 
Dress out the landscape, and where other men 
Walk in the light of Heaven. Thither he wei 
And noaie knew, of his kindred, when or wbei 
He had escaped them. They, with anxious qu 
Sought him, and after long and fruitless seard 
Believed him dead. Awhile they mourned his 1 
As great ones mourn, and then he passed awa; 
Into oblivion, and they filled his place 
In their affections with a gilded toy, 
And found tbeir treasures ampler by his death 
Not so with her who loved him ; when be fled. 
She followed, but soon sunk beneath the weigl 
Of deep and sudden sorrow. He had gone 
Over tbe sea ; had sought the dangerous wave 
And might be wrecked, or on some distant si 
Lingering a hopeless captive. To that point 
Where the flag waved, she often bent her steps 
And gazed upon tho ocean earnestly. 
Watching each dim spei*k on the farthest verg 
Of sight, and deeming every cloud a sail. 
And every wreath of foam her Iovcr*s sign. 
Two years had gone away, and slie had thus 



THE WRBCK. 198 

;bt the high clifTat morning, noon, and night, 
gazed in eager longing till her eye 
fixed and glazed. Her cheek grew thin and 
le; 

form was wasted ; and all knew that sorrow 
ed on the blossom of her health, and eat 
life away. A little while, and death 
Id come to her deliverance. Little know 
cold unfeeling crowd how strong the love^ 
first warm love of youth ; how long it lives 
d and unrequited ; how it bears 
•oce and cruel scorn, and still looks calm 
patient on the eye, that turns aside, 
shows its studied coldness^how much more 
irns and feeds upon the flame of life, 
n it was fully met, and found a heart 
'arm and ardent, and as bent to hers, 
era to him. Youth is the time of love : 
>tber loves are lifeless, and but flowers 
■tbed round decay, and with a livid hue 
ring upon a grave. The first fresh love 
never wholly *, it lives on through pain 
disappointment ; often when the heart 
'usiied and all its sympathies pressed out, 
lingers, and awakens, and shines bright, 
1 OR the borders of a wretched grave. 
appy he, who throws that gift away ; 
appy be^ who lets a tender heart, 
ad to him by the earliest ties of love, 
from him by his own neglect, and die, 
luse it met no kindness, and was spurned 
1 in the earliest offer. Life soon fides, 
with it love ; and when it once has faded, 
re is no after bloom, no second spring. 
» passes in the passage of a day 
flower and venlure of our mortal life ; 

I 
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Nor, though the wpting renew her fruits ao^ 

floweriy 
Doth it renew its beauty, but it fades 
Once and forever. Let us pluck the rose^ 
In the unclouded morning of this day. 
Which soon will lose its bright serenity. 
O! let us pluck the first blown rose of loye; 
Let us love now in this our fairest youth. 
When love can find a full and fond' return.*** 

One evening I had wandered by the slKMre, 
Looking upon the ocean, as it lay 
Spread in its beauty round me. 'Twas a time 
For spirits, all bad such serenity. 
Scarce had a cloud chequered the autumn sky^ 
That rose above me in a boundless arch 
Of purest asure. All the woods were hung 
With many tints, the fading livery 
Of life, in which it mourns the coming storme 
Of winter, and the quiet winds awoke 
Faint dirges in their withered leaves, and toeath 
Their sorrows through the groves. My heart fi 

soft 
Under their tender influence. I seemed 
A sharer in the grief of sighing winds 
And whispering trees. I clomb the rock, and tn 
The dying grass that grew upon its brow. 
And gazed upon the ocean, now as bright 
As in the freshest spring, unchangeable, 
Always the same, or only to the force 
Of calm and tempest yieldipg, never old. 
And never fading ; in its wildest storms 
Soon to be calm, and when in sheeted light 
Spread to the farthest circle of the sky. 
Soon to obey the winds, and wake in wrath. 



* Co«i trapusa al trapassar d'un giomo, &&— >r0Mo. 
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ked along that rock, and heard the waves 

its foot, and saw the tossing foam 
; its eddies round iL llien the tide 
en, and a wind came from the sea 

the little waves, until they broke 
it surges on the murmuring shore. 

grew dark ; and, as I homeward turned, 
womnn sitting by the sufiT 
:fa tiie signal hung* with mantle wrapped 
•und her, and with eye intently fixe^,. 
pproaching vessel, as it came 

before the wind, and up the bay 

She followed it with earnest look, 
turned a distant point, and drew 
)diind the hills and vanished. Then 
led again to sea, and long she looked 
white curls of foam, as if she saw 
1 there; but yet there was do sail 
dark waters. With a lingering foot 
fi retired, and, often turning, looked 
nestly abroad, and found no hope. 
NT weep, and faintly hang her head, 
le lily hangs, when, tilled with rain, 
ng summer heats and heavy showers, 
i upon its withered stalk, and sheds 
velcome moisture. Slowly she withdrew 
hicket, where a trodden path, 
ly path, led to her father's home. 
w her fading cheek ; he knew the fire 
sted her ; and with a parent's love 
;ht to heal her grief, but only made 
ind still deeper. Comfort cannot sootha 
rt, whose life is centered in the thought • 
y loves, once known, and still in hope 
rith a consuming energy, 
id remonstrance fruitless, reason vaia ; 
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And therefore, with a kindness, which was wftfj 
He bumoared her, and let her seek that rock 
Unchecked, and only watched, that nought of bM 
Might meet her. So she sought it, when the tm 
Mantled it, and the sea was rudely lashed 
By the cold north wind ; but a father's hand 
Was near to guard her. It was now divined. 
That he, whom she had loved, bad crossed tb« m 
An^still was living, and would soon return. 
Sora{^tben were joyous, not with unfeigned joj 
For when they told their hopes, that be would coi 
From bis long wanderings home, they inly felt 
A sorrow, which revealed itself, and checlied 
Often the words of comfort, which they gavo 
To those who wept his loss sincerely, those 
Who cannot conquer nature, which will make 
A child forever dear, and through the clouds. 
That vice and selfish greatness cast around. 
Sometimes will flash abroad, and be revealed. 

Winter had passed away, and then Spring CMB 
Lovely as ever, with her crown of flowers. 
And dress of verdure. She was decked with tmik 
And as she danced along the springing turf. 
New flowers*awoke to welcome her, and birds 
Hailed her from bush and forest. Then the m 
Girt by its greener shores, seemed rolling on 
With brighter waves, and the sun sparkled then 
With an unusual brilliancy. The earth 
Was beautiful, and like the seat of Gods, 
Or what we dream of Eden ; and all hearts 
Were sharers in its gladness. Bird and beast 
Felt i^ and, as tbey lesped, or as they flew. 
They spake their joy ; and even tbe voiceless wood 
Mute in themselvc«^ were vocal with the winds, 
And the low murmuring breezes tbrougli the 

boughs 
iSeemed to speak out their still and quiet bliss. 
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irts wire glad with the glad season. One 
knew noi^ght of pleasure, and the smiles 
*n were a mockery to ber, 
Id her of the joy* that ouce had been, 
a noC» and she could not hope, would be. 
ly too long deferring, had gone out, 
t her soul in darkness. Still she went 
9 tbml one point, and there she gaeed 

on the ocean, till her head 
iny, and her reason almost went ; 
m alie wandered home, and wept away 
er of ber brain. A woodbine grew 
ir window, and its leaves shut out 
ht, and now its flowers were opening forth 
ireetoess, and the wind that entered tbenp 
Mded with its perfume. Once she loved 
led flowers, and she inhaled their breath 
deep sense of gladness ; but she now 
d it as a hateful thing, and wished 
m were torn and scattered. Every year 
t eame, and built her cup-like nest 
that arbour, and she fed her young, 
Dg tbemjto their slumbers, and at dawn 
id them with her clear and lively note. 

Ilie timid creature, till it grew 
r, end would sit upon her hand, 
sk the crumbs she gave it ; but she nov 
«d it, and when it came, and sought 
"mer kindness, she regarded not 
cring and its song. Her heart was chilled 
lad to all its softer sympathies. ^ ^ 

abed but one feeling, hopeless love, 
ranger by endurance, ever growing 
le decay of life and all its powers. 
«d been wandering long, and found no reai'i 
^ -could tear the image from his soul, 



I9S THS WMECK. 

That dwelt there m an ever present Godp 
CoatroUing all bis being. He had seen 
Nature in a new beauty ; and a heart, 
Fkee fron all other influence, had swelled 
Beneath the br^;bt enchantment ; but be Iook4 
On all the fair variety around 
With .a cold eye, becaube be looked alone. 
And felt that what he looked on, was not seen 
By one, who had been ever in his walks^ 
As an attendant spirit, watching all 
That Ufled him, or soothed him, with a sense 
Of kindred awe or pleasure. When alone 
He could not mingle with the glorious things 
Of Earth and Heaven ; be could not pass awa; 
Into the open depths of the far sky. 
And dwell among its uiany-coloured forms 
Of cloud and vapour, where they hung the ard 
As with, imperial tapestry, and veiled 
The throne of the Omnipotent The Earth, 
Now in its newest Spring, all dressed with flow 
And redolent of roses and of vines 
From their wide purple beds, and sunward sk>p< 
Where the bee murmured, and the early dews 
Soon rose in clouds of perfume, as the dawn 
Came o*er the pine»claa mountains, and lit up 
A world of present life and ancient ruin,. 
Where the rose bloomed as bsightly, and the vi 
Shot forth as heavy cluster and full wreaths 
Of ivy twined around each tottering pile. 
And mantled arch and column, with its deep 
Luxuriant verdure ; all that be beheld 
Of ever-growing nature and of man. 
Whose works are fading, and when they decay 
Have no restoring energy, but drop 
Fragment by fragment into utter ruin ; 
All that had waked in other beai^a th« bv«> 
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ot glory, and the proud resolve 
I they were, glorious, or had filled 

with sorrow, and the eye with tears, 
ir fallen greatness, yet had made 
ow [Mirtly joyous, by the sight 
' life forever sfHringing round them, 

8S Trerii and fragrant, as when first 
om the quarry, their new temples stood 
I the sun, and lifted high their fronts 
dmiring eye of gods and men — 

to faim no pleasure ; he could not 
. the deep-fixed passion, which so lung 
n bis daily happiness, and formed 
lioned all hb studies and his joys 
toe pure enjoyment. Earth was fliir, 
iren was glorious, when he heard her say, 
re thus fair and glorious ; but alone, 
I DO form nor colour, and were lost 
hn melancholy hue of death, 
rith man — he wandered through tlic crowd 
de, that coldest solitude, 
irtures, while it chills us. They were gay 
7, but he heeded not ; the great 
J him, and were noticed not : the poor 

and yet he listened not :— one thought 
ent with him, and all otiier things 
OQnd him like the shadow» of a dream, 
d not lingor thus ; he looked to home, 

who gave to home a double ciiarm. 
"esolved, and soon again the sea 
I him ; and for many days the sun 
lim steering to his native shore. 

a calm summer evenings— one white sail 
n the silent water, motior^*ss, 
Baling to the shore. She watched that sail, 
owed it with an inquiring ey«, 
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In creiy tack it took to catch th« wiod, 
Faocying she saw tbe signah Slowly on 
It came. The glassy ocean seemed to change 
At distance into air ; and so the ship 
Seemed moving like a bird along the sky. 
Sometimes it stood athwart her, and the sails, 
Hung loosely on the yards, seemed waving lin< 
Tinged with tbe sunset ; and again it turned 
With prow directed to her, and at once 
The broad white canvass threw its siWery slieel 
Full on her eye, and glittered in the west. 
Nearer it came, but slowly ; till at length 
Its form was marked distinctly, and she caught 
Eagerly, as it waved upon a yard 
Near the main topmast, what her wearied eye 
Had sought so long, and found not. It was the 
The signal, one white pennon, with a heart 
Stamped in its centre ; and at once her joy 
Was speechless and o'erflowing. Fixed, she loo! 
Witli trembling earnestness, and down her chec 
The tears ran fast, and her scarce-moving lips 
Had words without a voice. Thus she sat loa 
Motionless in tbe fervour of her joy. 
Absorbed in one emotion, which had bound 
Her form unto her spirit, and had made 
All other powers the ministers to thought. 
They hurried through her mind, her first fond h 
Its many pleasures, hours of early hope 
Unclouded by the fear of coming ill. 
And present happiness, which, like the dawn 
In the sweet month of May, is full of life. 
And yet serene and tranquil, budding out 
With blossoms of futurity, and spreading 
To the bright e^^e of Heaven the tender flowen 
Where the young fruit lies hidden, till the suo 
Ripen it tu its full maturity. 
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led through her mind, and with tbem 

HIS days, long days of bitterness; "'-' '* 
the fears that weigh upon the heart * ' 

is young and tender, ^hen the clnmctt'* 

attle passes o'er the head '- 

> has the secret of her soul. ' ' 

was setting, and tlie daszUng orb ''-**" 

behind the mountains, dartingupf* '"'' 
>f golden light into the air, 
I round the sacred countenance* - -" 
laphacl's pictures. All was dear*'" "^ 
rk cloud, which rose from out the'poiiii 
fttorm gathers after sultry days, '"' '^ 
es forth the lightning. This Uesved'it|^ 
illows, and their tips were Uoged " "' 
;ht flame, while all below was-dsrir" -^ 
md it swelled before the wind, • ' > • " 

rong canvass of a gallant ship' ' * 

sfore the tempest. It just crowhed - '^' 
sunset ; but it now came oa, 
% till it rose upon the air, - -- "" 

and threw its sliadow o'er the earth* - '^ 
I incensely ; then it seemed to more ' 
' pace, and every instant svirept •■ 

on the sky, and sent its vmce 
ig with the mingled sound <^ wtnda 
haken forests, and the peala. ^ ■ ^ 

from tlie mountains. Now the sea ' * 
leoeath its shadow, and it- curled - ' 
>reath, as if it shook in fear • ^^ - 
:oming tempest. She looked wuld^- ^ 
\ cloud, then on the ship, which nb^r - ■ 

cove iHibind a sandy point,* • ' • 

le light-house stood, but yet< tife<^WMidf ' 
and bafiliiigy And agttiiuit4fer'CobHe;>' * 
1ft 
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And 99 fbt Mik iapped loooeljrr and she rocked 
MotioolcH on the crisping waves, and lajr 
Waitiiig^ a Tictim, for the threatening storm. 
Then, as she looked with an intenser gase. 
She saw the sweeps put out, and every arm 
ftrsined to the effort, but their strength availed r 
To send them to a kutven. . Then her heart 
Sank, and her hopes were darkened, till her fort 
Shook with her fears. The clouds ^Ued on i 

wind 
In mingling billows, and the lightnings leaped 
From point to point ; then in an instant burst 
The thunder crash, and one undying roar 
Filled the wild air. At last the cal^ wind cam 
And the flag streamed and quivered, and her rol 
Flew lightly round her. First short broken wai 
Bose on the bay ; their tops were white with foa 
And on they hurried, like the darting flight 
Of sea-mews when they fly before the storm. 
She looked upon the ship ; all hands aloft 
Took in the sails, and scarcely were they farted 
When the blast struck her. To its force she bow< 
And aa the waves rose now with mountain swel 
Upward she sprang, and then she.ni8bed away 
Into the gulfy waters. Now the storm 
Stood o*er her, and the rain and bail came dowi 
In torrents. All was darkness ; through the aii 
The gushing clouds streamed onward, and they to 
The nearest headlands from her straining sight. 
And made the sea invisible, but when 
A flash revealed it, and she saw the surge 
Pouring upon the rocks below, all foam 
And fuTfi . What a mingled sound above. 
Around her, and beneath her ; one long peal 
Seemed to pervade the heavens ; and one wide m 
Of winds and rain poured by her ; and the soun 
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•bed billows on (be rocks below 
i a knell. No vessel met tier then ; 
he signal lamp, she saw it not ; 
i tbe gun, but in the louder roar 
I it was drowned, and they were lefk 
stniggle with the warring waves, 
tit forth, ** a ship was on the rocks,** 
dreds crowded to the shore to aid 
ring crew, and 6res were kindled thervp 
vailed not— not a man was saved, 
o went swiftly by ; and soon the winds 
, and the western sky shone out, 
t glanced o*cr the waters. On a reef, 
tched from off* the cliffs along that shore, 
en wreck lay scattered ; and at last 
another cor^ came floating up, 
e were saved. They wandered o'm* the 

i a bale lay stranded ; there an oar, 
e a yard. Just as tbe cloud had flown 
zenith, and the moon shone out 
dark bosom, bbc went down the rocks, 
t her trembling steps along tfie shore, 
(oon looked out in sadness, and her liglit 
faint glimmering on (he broken waves, 
id the (lying watch-fires, as they fell 
ig away, and showe.i the fearful \0ak9 
who watched the wreck, and stood to save. 
es still rolled tremendously, and burst 
jndering on the rocks: they tossed the 
n 

tlie hills, and ploughed the moving sands, 
; the fragments forth, then rusiiing buck 
levouring strength, that cleared the shore. 
t shone fair; the evening star was brigtit, 
ny glittering stars were gathering round, 
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Set in « deep» dark blue. Tbe disUnt hills 
Showed faintljr» and long wreaths of mist aros 
Curling around their sides, like cottage smoke 
Sent from the bidden valley in tbe dawn. 
O'er all the moon presided, and her face. 
Though clear, was darkened, and it filled the h 
Of the beholder with a silent awe. 
And a cold heavy sadness. On the sea 
Her light descended, and a silver wake 
Came from benea^ii her onward to tbe shore, 
Crossing the bursting waves. The cloud still 
Dark. rolling in the east, and often sent 
Pale flashes forth ; and still the thunder growl 
Fainter and fainter, as the storm moved on 
Over tbe distant ocean. There the moon 
Lit a faint bow, that spanned tbe cloud, and seei 
Just fading into darkness. All was still. 
But the contending waters, and the drops, 
Now trickling from the forest leaves, were bea 
Pattering upon the gras^ ; and as a sign' 
That a sure calm had come, the fire-fly lit 
Its lamp along the meadows, and tbe chirp 
Of the green locust from the thicket told 
How tranquil was the air. A solemn fear 
Went through the hearts of all, as they sunrej 
The corpses, but their faces all were strange. 
They took them from the beach, and decently 
Conveyed them to a shelter, there to wait 
The last sad offices. Alone she went 
Still farther on the shore, until she came 
Where a long reef stood out, on which the shi 
Was broken ; and the very reef where he 
First went on board, despairing and resolved. 
One feeling led her onward, and sustained 
Her wasted body, (which was unking fast 
Beneath the desperate conflict,) with the strcn^ 
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Of madiMUt and her easy steps betrayed not 
Tbe woe that wrung within her. She had seen 
Her lover standing far upon that reef; 
Had seen tbe boat go there, and bear him off*. 
And as the ship went out to sea had fainted. 
Therefore she sought that reef, with a wild hope— 
Sadi often tokens madness— that she there 
Might find him safely rescued. She now stood 
On tbe projecting rocks, and as she tbrew 
Her dark eye downward to a glimmering cove. 
She saw him. Lifted by the swelling wave, 
He seemed yet living, and a shrill laugh told 
Her glad but wandering spirit. Down she leaped 
And clasped him ;— he was motionless and cold. 
She kissed him, but he opened not his eyes. 
And smiled not. Then she spoke the much-loved 

name. 
With an endearing tone, but none replied. 
'* Art thou not living ? thou wert once so kind. 
Thy smile so happy, and thy kiss so warm ; 
But thou art cold now, and thine eye darts not 
Upon me, as it wont to do ; thy lips 
Move not— thou hast no voice, no welcome for 

me. 
She raised her head, and as she caught the moon 
Half veiled in vapour, from her glassy eye 
Hie tears stole down, and with a quivering voice. 
Faint as a night-wind through tbe falling leaves . 
In autumn,-—'* It is over then,** she spake ; 
** The dream is over ; he indeed is wrecked. 
As I had fancied long ; he cannot wake ; 
This is not sleep ; there is no life-blood here ; ' 
No fliuh upon his forehead ; he is cold. 
And will not wake again. He said to me. 
Farewell, perhaps forever !— O ! too true 
The last fond words at parting ;— but forever—' 
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Ah ! no— 'I meet him— I have lingered long-^ 
He calls me on mj journey—be awaits me. 
And frbj do I deUy ?— -I come, my love ;— 
Only a moment, and I come, my love.*' 
Suddenly the sprang forth, with outstretched an 
And a wild look, that told there was no hope ; 
A few short steps, she paused, and then sank do^ 
As a flower sinks upon the new.mown turf. 
Beautiful even in death. They came, and rai 
The dying ^1. Her loose locks floated wide 
And on her slender neck her languid head 
Drooped, and her eyes were closed. Her lips i 

moved 
Vfitb the last breath, and then were still. At o 
Her madness was no more. A tender smile 
Played round her, and her looks were full of lo 
And gentleness, such as when first she met. 
And first awoke his love. She long had borne 
The conflict, and with desperate energy ~ 
Been nerved to all endurance ; but this shock 
Subdued her, and her t»pirit had departed, 
And well they knew ils passage was in peace. 
They both were buried, where they first had m 
Beneath one stone, and they were wept by all. 
A willow grows above them, with its boughs 
Drooping, as if in sorrow ; and at night 
A sweet bird sings there, and the village girls 
Say 'tis a spirit's voice. They tlrcss that grav 
Each Sabbath-day witli roses ; and tliey strew 
Fresh violets there on May>day, and then bing 
A simple tale of true love, till tlicir hearts 
Are swelling, and their cheeks are bathed in te 
Love knows no rank, and when two hearts wo 

meet 
On earth, but cannot, they will meet in Heave 
All hearts that love arc equal in the grave. 
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I edax renim. tuque, Invidiosa rtluita, 
destruitit.— Ovid. 

I waste of ruins ; so I deemed, 

iroad sun was sinking in the sea 

at rolled around Palmyra. Night 

I the dying day a lonely sky, 

' of regions void of life, 

} one interminri>le tomb. 

r% gathered on the desert, dark 

', till alone one purple arch 

i far place of setting. All above 

' azure, for no moon in heaven 

her brightness, and with snowy light 

e deep intensity, that gave 

into the blue serenity 

I throne of gods, the dwelling-place 

d stars, which are to us as gods, 

ins of existence and the seat 

[ream of glory. Dim and vast 

tood around me— temples, fanes, 

bright sun was worshipped, where they 

him, who frowns in storms, and rolls 
like an ocean, where they bowed 
iieen of beauty, she in heaven, . 
the night its loveliness, and smiles 
1 the drifted waste, and lends 
ttnets to the ridgy wave^ 
dark Arab sojourns, and with tales 
I beauty wears the tranquil night 
way ; her light the while 
m him, as a spirit falls, 
Mr curling down in flame, a star 
imid his flowing locks, or dews 
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That melt in gold, and steal into the heart. 
Making it one enthusiastic glow, 
As if the God were present, and his voice 
Spake on the eloquent lips, that pour abroad 
A gush of inspiration — bright as waves 
Swelling around Aurora's car, intense 
With passion as the fire that ever flows 
In fountains on the Caspian shore, and full 
As the wide-rolling majesty of Nile. 

Over these temples of an age of wild 
And dark belief, and yet magnificent 
In all that strikes the senses— beautiful 
In the fair forms they knelt to, and the domes 
And pillars which upreared them — full of life 
In their poetic festivals, when youth 
Gave loose to all its energy, in dance, 
And song, and every charm the fancy weaves 
In the soft twine of cultur'd speech, attuned 
In perfect concord to the full-toned lyre : 
When nations gathered to behold the pomp 
That issued from the hallowed shrine in choirs 
Of youths, who bounded to the minstrelsy 
Of tender voices, and all instruments 
Of ancient harmony, in solemn trains 
Bearing the votive offerings, flowing horns 
Of plenty wreathed with flowers, and gushing o*ef 
With the ripe clusters of the purple vine. 
The violet of the fig, the scarlet flush 
Of granates peeping from the parted rind. 
The citron shining through itb glossy leaves 
In burnished gold, the carmine veiled in down. 
Like mountain snow, on which the living stream 
Flowed from Astarte's minion, all that hang, 
In eastern gardens blended— while the sheaf 
Nods with its loaded ears, and brimming bowls 
Foam with the kindling element, the joy 
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net, and the nectar that inspires 
h. the glories of a heightened power 
iie touch of beauty, and combine 
tered forms of elegance, till high 
magic vision, blending all 
have seen of glory; such as drew ^ 
ed Greece to worship, when the form, 
hered all its loveliness, arose 
id blushing from the parent foam, 
lich her tint was fairer, and with hand 
med of living marble, parted back 
;n locks, and upward looked to Heaven, 
to see all Nature bright and calm, 
xe temples whose long colonnades 
ed by the hand of time, and fall 
r pillar, block by block, and strow 
und in shapeless ruin, night descends 
led, and the many stars shoot through 
s of broken walls, and glance between 
Fts of tottering columns, marking out 
ly, on the dark blue sky, the form 
ilation, who hath made these piles 
ne, and sitting with her folded wings, 
n her dusty robe the skeletons 
:e countless multitude, whpse toil 
palaces and theatres, and brought 
fair forms of Grecian art, to give 
nto an island, girt with sands 
en as the ocean, where the grave 
tely Doric marked the solemn fane 
nrisdom dwelt, and on the fairer shrine 
ty sprang the light Ionian wreathed 
loft volute, whose simplicity 
B the deity of loveliness, 
th her snowy mantle, and her zone 
with all attractions, and her locks 
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Flowing u Nature bade tbem Aow, compels 
The sterner Fofrers to hang upon her smiles. 
And there the grand Corinthian lifted liigh 
Its flowery capital, to crown the porch, 
Where sat the sovereign of their hierarchy. 
The monarch armed with terror, whose curled lodm 
Shaded a brow of thought and firm resolve, 
Whose eye, deep sunk, shot out its central fires> 
To blast and witlier all who dared confront 
Hie gaze of highest power ; so sat their kings 
£nshrined in palaces, and when they came 
Thundering on their triumphal cars, all bright 
With diadem of gold, and purple robe 
Flashing with gems, before their rushing train 
Moving in serried columns fenced in steel. 
The herd of slaves obsequious sought the dust. 
And gazed not as the mystic pomp rolled by. 
Such were thy monarchs, Tadmor ! now chy streets 
Are silent, and thy walls overthrown, no voice 
Speaks through the long dim night of years, to tell 
Tliese were once peopled dwellings ; I could dream 
Some sorcerer, in his moon-light wanderings, reared 
These wonders in an hour of sport, to mock 
The stranger with the show of life, and send ■ 
Thought through the mist of ages in the search 
Of nations who are now no more, who lived 
Erst in the pride of empire, ruled and swayed 
Millions in their supremacy, and toiled 
To pile these monuments of wealth and skill. 
That here the wandering tribe might pitch its tents 
Securer in their empty courts, and we. 
Who have tlie sense of greatness, low might kneel 
To ancient mind, and gather from the tor n 
And scattered fragments, visions of the power, 
And splendour, and sublimity of old, 
Mocking the grandest canopy of Heaven, 
And imaging the pomp of Gods below. 



A TALE. 

lad been touched with grief, and on ber 
«k 

bad left its impress in the pale 
t of fading loveliness. She bore 
the burden of her woes, and told 
i tbe secret of her heart. It prejed 
on ber life, and blanched away 
ea which had bloomed so wootngly 
sbly on her laughing lips. Her smile 
inter, and it only spread a line 
Mt tender carmine, where the' snow 
lad a stain to mark it from the pore 
rfect whiteness of her cheek and brow-« 
, she seemed a living monument 
ian marble ; and the flaxen curls 
Bved around her forehead, and the arch 
and brighter bent above that eye, 
through long lashes spoke in looks of fire^ 
18 the only eloquence she used— 
and at times a gushing to her cheek, 
e fim flush of morning, or the faint 
ing purple, when the twilight steals 
e depth of darkness— these were all 
•Id the yet was living, and was not 
ige of the Graces, or the shade 
•parted maiden, which at night 
be silent walks she loved, and hangs 
tie grave she watered, till she took 
ic repose beside it. 

She had been 
yest and the loveliest, and had moved 
^ tbe light dance, and in the bending crowd 
ng admirers, like an infant queen 
of ber innocent beauty. There was one 
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Who looked, but spake not; and when others tool 
Her hand to lead her through the merry hall, 
In steps all grace and harmony, he stole 
Ande, and wept in anguish. He was made 
Not for the place of mirth, but for the still 
And peaceful shade of feeling, and of thoughts 
Which have their home in higher souls, and are 
Lone, and unfriended and unknown below. 
His was a social nature ; yet not made 
To blend with crowds, but find in one alone. 
One fairy minister of soft delights. 
And pure as they are tender, thai deep joy, 
Which none has ever uttered. Long he sought 
To win her to^ those calm retreats, and give 
To her a spirit kindred to his own. 
And lead her to the one and only love, 
The harmony of tliought, and wish, and life^ 
The union of all feelings, whence the deep 
Ezhaustless fountain of their blended hearts 
Flows ever deeper, and has ever more 
Of music in its flow, and more of light 
And beauty in its fulness. Thus he dwelt 
On her fresh loveliness, until his life 
Was linked unto her image, and her form 
Mingled with every thought, and every spot. 
Where the new spring looked beautiful, was fiUe 
With her pervading presence ; but he dared 
Speak only to the mountain -winds her name^ 
And only in a whisper. 

She had marked 
The silent youth, and with a beauty's eye 
Knew well she was beloved, and though her ligl 
And bounding spirit still was wild and gay. 
And sporting in the revel, yet her hours 
Of solitude were visited by him. 
Who looked with such de^p passion. She Co 
loved, 
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And saw more in bis melancholy eye* 
And in the delicate Torm, and the still Iook» 
And that high front of intellect, which crownad 
Features that were all tenderness and love. 
Like the fair shrine of poesy, where thoughta 
Dwelt high and solemn, such as from their seat 
Of glory visit none, but the great few, 
Wboae language is immortal — there she saw 
More that bad charms to win her, than in all 
Tbe light unmeaning swarm, who fawned, and 

danced. 
And played their tricks in envious rivalry, 
Happy to draw from her one scornful smile. 

She loved him with a true and early lov^ 
And with her tenderness there was a sense 
Of awe, when on those magic eyes she gazed. 
Which seemed to look on spirits, not on men. 
Still, in her innocent cheerfulness, she sought 
To lead him from his solitary haunts. 
And throw bright smiles upon that shaded brow. 
And light that eye to rapture from its deep 
And mute abstraction. So sbe laughed and sung, 
And called him to the dance ; but with a gush 
Of feeling irresistible, he stole 
Aside and wept. Again he sought her ear. 
And told lier his fond tale. First she looked cold. 
And o*er her forehead curled a playftil frown ; 
Then suddenly, and with a few light words. 
She scornfully turned from him, and enjoyed 
Tbe moment of her triumph — it was shcurt. 
For with a firm, fixed look, in which were seen 
More thoughts of grief than anger, he drew back. 
And casting one proud farewell glance, that told 
There was no aAer hope, he turned away. 
And soon was gone, an exile, none knew where. 

He wandered to another land, and found 
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New friends, who sought to cheer him; hot 

weight 
Hung pn his heart, and would not be removed ; 
The feeling of regret and injury, 
The love that will not perish, and the pride 
That quenches love, but does not make it hate ; 
The fondness that will steal at times, and meh 
The heart to tears, and then the sudden pang 
Of long-remembered scorn, which freezes fast 
The fountain in its flow, and leaves the cold 
Dim glare of one, whose only hope is death. 

He was in happy regions, and the sky 
Above him was most beautiful ; its blue 
Was higher and in tenser, and it took 
The spirit on a journey into Heaven, 
And made it more than mortal t cool, soft gales 
Stole from a peaceful ocean, whose bright wave 
Rolled gently on to music, and they blew 
Through woven trellices of all-sweet flowers. 
And sported round long wreaths of festooned vin 
Hung with the gayest blossoms, and o'^* beds 
. That breathed in mellowest airs of balm and myri^ 
Music was in those bowers, and Beauty there 
Crowded in mystic dances, and their nights 
Were consecrated to the skilful sounds 
Of a most witching harmony, to choirs 
Such as once moved in Athens to the voice 
Of flutes and timbrels. Many an eye was betkt 
Full on the noble stranger, and they sought 
To win his smile ; but yet he would not smile. 
For all his better thoughts were far away. 
And when he looked upon the lovely ones 
Around him, it recalled with keener sense. 
Her, who to him was lovelier, whom be loved. 
But would not in his bitterness forgive. 

When it was told her that the youth had fled, 
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(1 in anger, then ber look was changed^ 
▼er more her steps were in the dance, 
re the cheerful sounds of her sweet voice 
in the crowd of revellers. Alone 
Ht the folly which bad thrown away 
f treasure she had truly loved, 
% her in the fairest of her days, 
7 spring-time of her loveliness, 
think of what had been, and grieve. 



NIGHT WATCHIKO. 

lat beside her lover, and ber hand 
upon hb clay-cold forehead. Death 
mly stealing o*er bim, and his life 
at by silent flickerings, when his eye 
ip fitmi its dim lethargy, and cast 
looks of fondness on her. He was weak, 
ak to utter all bis heart. His eye 
w his only language, and it spake 
uch he felt her kindness, and the love 
t, when all had fled, beside him. Night 
' upon its watches, and the voice 
ure bad no sound. The pure blue sky 
r and lovely, and the many stars 
down in tranquil beauty on an earth 
liled in sweetest summer. She looked out 
h the raised window, and the sheeted bay 
a quiet sleep below, and shone 
e pale beam of midnight— air was still, 
9 white sail, that o*er the disUnt stream 
wiUi so slow a pace, it seemed at ri'st, . 
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FUed in (be ^u>7 wilei, and will 
Sbunoed the dirk den or peitilenn 
Faufullf fkim tbe tunted gile tlu 
Softl; along the crisping wm»« — th 
Hung Incelr on it. j»d. and u i 
Ciugbl moling uDdulBUoDB IVotn i 
Hat Bilentl; cime down, and gaT< 
And spires, and mils, and rooli, i 
Death seemed on all the landscape 
Wbn would have thought that an; 
And beauty had a dwelling there ! 
Had gone, and life was not »ithin 
Only a rew, who lingered faintly 
Wailing the moment of departure ; 
Sat tending *t their pillows, witb t 
So ilTDng it mastered fear — and tb 
And she was one—and in a lonely 
Far from all sight and sound of lii 
She Hatched the couch of him she 
Contagion from the lips that were ' 
' Still beautiful as roses, though so | 
The; seamed like a Ihin snow curl 
And even so deeply hushed, tbe ie 
That trembling gasped away, cat 

night, 
Ai a loud sound of awe. She pa 
Over those quivering lips, that e>e 
Faler and colder, as (he only sign 
To tell her life still lingered— it w 
And ber heart sank within her, nh 
Weak sigh of life was over, and tb> 
Seemed like a vaulted sepulchre, si 
She dated not look around i and tl 
That plajed among tbe leatM and fl 
StiU freshly at her window, and w 
llie curtain with a TDsiling sound, 
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nse abstraction, seemed the voica 
ted spirit. Then she heard, 
fancy beard, a whisper breathe 
it ear, and tell her all was done, 
od loves were ended. She had watched 
ove grew manly, and she checked 
iiat came to flow, and nerved her heart 
solemn duty. With a hand 
>led not, she closed the fallen lid, 
mI the lips, and gave them one long kis8| 
itly spread over all a shroud ; 
g with a look of lingering love 
tearless passion, rose at length, 
ng both her hands upon her brow, 
: to all her gushing grief in showers, 
a fountain sealed till it had swelled 
fulness, BOW gave way and flowed 
stream of sorrow. Slie grew calm, 
ig back the curtains, looked abroad 
moonlight loveliness, all sunk 
broken silence, save the moan 
[one room of death, or the duH sound 
vmoving hearse. The homes of men 
all desolate, and darkness there, 
de and silence took their seat 
3rted streets, as if the wing 
>ying angel had gone by, 
id all existence, and had changed 
be busy, and the crowded mart 
id, speechless city of the dead ! 



LOVE AT EVENIVO. 

It wm the hour of inoonligbt-^and the bdb 
Had ning their curfew tones, tnd tbey were I 
The echo died around the distant' bill. 
Sinking in fiiint and fainter falls and swells. 
Accordant with the fitful wind, that blew 
Orer the new mown meadow, where the dew 
Stood twinkling on the closely shaven stems. 
Glittering as 'twere a carpet sown with gems : 
And from the winding river there arose 
A mist^ that curled in volumed folds, and gai 
A snowy mantle to the stealing wave, 
liike that whidi fisncy, love-endianted, throwt 
Orer the form it doats on, with a feeling 
Of most endeared fondness, blind to all. 
That is not light and loveliness, concealing 
The tints of weakness with a darkest pall : 
And as the moon descending on the cloud. 
Gives it a rainbow livery, and hues 
All softness and all beauty, so imbues 
The fond eye of affection with all charms 
The image of its awe ; and he is proud. 
Aye, prouder than the proudest, when his f 
Around that form of loveliness are flung. 
And when those melting eyes are on him I 
And when those lips are moving in sweet f 
That tell, whate*er the words be, that she 
No other for her love— and then the sigh 
Struggles within her bosoifi, and her eye 
Is wet with rising tears, and then the sm 
t^lays sweetly on her parting lips awhile, 
And then she bangs upon his arm, and t( 
Her heart how happy—and that fond he 
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g& utterance, and she singt 
I the lark at morning springs 
f thicket, and away 
y flight to meet the day ; 
yes are blended, and they gaie 
ich other, and then turn 
iintless fires of ether burn. 
Heaven with soft and soothing 

uplifted brow they pour 
Tent of devotion o*er, 
tding from that upward flight, 
in tender looks unite, 
c in under tones, as still - 
s that rustle on the hill, 
e, in links of fondness prest^ 
to tlieir hallowed rest* 



SHE STOOD BEFORE ME. 

ood before me, in the light 
beauty ; and her eye 
th the visions of her soul— > 
me in a veil of white, 
r bosom's purity, 
nveloped her, as bright, 
of sun, the clouds unrol, 
dusky throne of night, 
in the kindling glance 
ty beauty, wliicli doth quell 
sion ; and, as heroes fell 
r of Minerva's lance, 
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So hmttj, anned wlih virtue, boi 
With a eoaiinuiding, but a iwett 
Haking the beart all lioliDess and 
Aoi lifting it to worlde Ihat abin- 
Until tubdued, we humbJii bend 
Tbc idol of our wonhip to adore. 



STAR OF THE PENS 

Stab of tfae pmriTo I " inelancbt 
Ibat, from iKe bosom of the dee] 
ShioM on the curling wsrea, lik 

Orer the rutfla of the joys that « 
Or lone deserted molber sweetly 
Her buih«d babe in its cradle, of 
Her plaintife tong and aigh repre 
I lore the eye (bat looks on me i 
From all ihig want, and wretcbec 
From out that borne of pure sere 
Abore the itindt and clouds — whi 
The lailor ibrougb the darkness 
Hiou an the star of lore, and for 
With feeling awe upon tb; trelDl 
And dream that other eyes are re 
And O ! wbal light around the I 
When dwelling on the beautiful 
Wa think thirt eja beloiEd thoae 



O! THERE IS A BLISS IN TEARS. 

:> ! THXEB is « bliss in tean*''-in tears, tlist 

flow 
I out a heart, where tender feelings dwell, 
beavetb, with involuntary swell 
rj or grief, for others* w^ or woe-«» 
highest pleasures fortune can bestow, 
proudest deeds that victory can tell, 
diarms that beauty weaveUi in her spell, 
3 holy, h^py tears how far below : 
I would steal me from life's gaudy show, 
seek « covert in a silent shade, 
where the cheating lights of being glow, 
lorj after glory dimly fade, 
knowing all my brighter visions o*er, 
in my bosom's core my sorrows lay, 
thence the fountains of repentance pour^ 
after gush, in purer streams away. 



LIGHT OF LOVE. 

, as the firtt blown rose— but O ! as fleeting, 

as the down upon a cygnet's breast, 

ft, as the air, when gales and flowers are meet- 

h 

be, as the jewel on a sultan's vest ; 

*, as the infant smiling when caressed, 
I as the wind, at dawn in April, blowing, 
3, as the innocent hearts— and O ! as blest, 
1^ as the spring from mountain granite flowing. 



Brif^itM tbto all tbe Ulo, tbej 
Of eutem pomp snd pagcanlrj 
Our >uDKt ■!<>« in glory .well 
Hung round nitb glowfng Upt 
Tlie borrora of a winlrjf (■arm 
Swell brighter o'er ■ frpenun's 

The ipring may here with sutu 
And both combined any rule t1 
And fredi-blowTi SoKera and r 
In frosled clusten still be near 
Dearer Ihe vild (od iDOwybilli 
TVliere bale aod ruddy TrMdom 

Beyond the vfld, darl-bening 
And ocean's stormy vutneis a'l 
There is a belter borne for toe, 
A welcomer and dearer shore; 
There bands, and bearta, snd to 
And f^ce tbe auin, and fiee thi 



CONSUHPIIOtr. 

Thvbb ia a nreetnera In woman'i 
When tbe light of beauty ia ftditif 
When the bright ncbantmeat of ; 
And tbe lint tbat glowed, aitd tbe ' 
And darted around its glance of p 
And the iip that ried vith Ihe ewi 
^at ever in FKMum'a* garden bl 
Or ever «u Uceped in (Vagrant d 



// 
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t was bright and fair, it fled, 
iness lingering round the dead- 

a sweetness in beauty's olose, 
ume scenting the withered rose ; 
ss charm around her playsy 
I are kindled with hallowed rayif 

* spotless purity 

her cheek with its heavenly dye^ 
whereon the queen of ni^t 
ler softest tint of light ; 
a blending of white and blue, 
irple blood is melting through 
her pale and tender cheek ; 
e tones, that sweetly speak 
7ho longs for a purer day* 
to wing her flight away. 

}f youth and the spring of feeling. 
Ice a sunny stream, is stealipg 
>s through a flouery path, 
mdearments, that pleasure bath, 
rom her full, o'erflowing horn, 
le of enjoyment conceals no thoro, 
ess of heart, to the cheery song 
may trip in the dance along, 

* the passing moment, that lies, 
dream, in her dazzled eyes, 

the present, that 4:harm$ around - 
is lo?eIy in sight and sound, 
jsand pleaiiiog phantoms flit, 
;e of mirth, and the burst of wit, 
>ic that steals to the bosom's cor^ 
't in its fulness flowing o*er 
\g drops, that are soon repressed, 
;he stay of grief in her breast s 
K t 



tif cONfiritmoK. 

Id tbi* cnliTMcd xnd gladwnu hou 
llM spirit Bwr bum *ith a brighter 
But dearer ibe calm and quiet da;, 
Wben tb* HeaTen-vck aoul is ateali 

And whan ber nin ii low declining 
And li{e wetra out with no repininj 
Aod the wbiiper, that telli of eari; 
I* (oft » the weit vlnd't balm; bn 
' WbsD it coinea at the hour of still r 
To ileep io the breait of (be iroaiiiB 
And the lip, that (welled with a tin 
Ii pale aa a curl of oew-bllen >do>t 
And her cheek, like Ibe Parian iton 
But the hectic spot that fluabes then 
Wiien the tide of lii«, from Id aecre 
In ■ ludden guib, i* deeply swelUDf 
And ginng ■ tinge to ber icy lipi, 
like the cnmson rcne'a brighteit tip 
Aa ricblj r«d, and as transient too, 
Ai the clouds in autumn's sky of bl 
That seem like a boat of glory met 
Ta honour the auu at his golden aet 
O t than, when the spirit ii taking i 
How fondly her tbougfati la ber dea 
Aa if she would blend her soul wilb 
In a deep and long imprinted kiaa ; 
So fbndly the panting camel fliea, 
Wbera tbaglaayjapour cheats hin 
And lbs dore ttom the falcon seeks 
And the inftnt sbiinks to ita mother 
And though her dying toice tw mut 
Or fUnt u the tone* of an unfiling 
And tbougli the glow from ber rhee 
And ber pale lips cold a* the maibli 
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Btili beams unwonted fires 
'oman*! love and a saint's desires, 
last fond, lingering look is given 
ve she leaves, and then to Heaven, 
would bear that love away 
it world and a brighter day* 



D THE HOUSTONIA CERULEA.* 

fn, modest flower, 

ly tender blossoms, where they spread^ 

e turfy slope, their story bed, 

ivy with the shower. . 

aest in the dawn 

}'s promise, when the sod of May 
ed with its earliest array, 
vest with bloom the lawn. 

i few brief days, 
! green hill in its fold of snow ; 
thy slender stems arise, and blow 
s fltful rays. 

3e, delicate 

ble, as thou art ; tb^ dress of white, 
!, and all the tints where these unite, 
ted in spiral plait, 



f delicate and humble flower of New-England, 
early in spring, and often covering largn pntches 
a white or pale blue carpet. The botanical allu. 
I piece, })erhai)8, will not be fully ri'lishcd by thoM 
lot txamincd the itructiirv of the flower. 



■38 TO nu HoonoNiA cxuiu 

Or to Ibe glmdng >un, 
SbiniDg tfaitHjgh chequered cloud, aad i 
Unfolding Uij fair cii>h. Yes, tendi 
Hij blended coloun iud. 



Commingling, like the rainbow tints : 
Of jelloiT riies with ■ graceful turn, 
And aa a golden eye, 

Ih •oftlji iwelling tfaraae 
Shine* in the rentre of thy circle, whi 
II17 downy ttigma rites lUm and fair, 
And catchea ai the; float, 

A cloud of living air. 
The Mora seedi of feitjliilng dust. 
That hoTer, as thj lurking anthers bui 
And O ! how purely there 

Thy aODWy circle, rayed 
With croHlets, bends its pcail; wfallei 
And bow Ihy spreading lips are HiJul' 
With such a mellow shade 

Ailn tbe nulled blut^ 
Deepens at starry midnight, or grows 
Wben mantled in the fuU-moon's ailv 
Thai calm elhereayiue, 

1 loiB Iheo, modest flower ! 
And I do find it bsppiness to tread, 
With careful step, a long thy Mudded 1 
At uaorning's freKheet hour. 
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And DOW his golden ball of dumber won, 
^Ihe setting sun resigns 

Hk empire of the sky. 

And the cool breeze awakes her fluttering train^ 
I walk through thy parterres, and not in vain. 
For to my downward eye. 

Sweet flower ! thon tellest how hearts 
As pvjre and tender as thy leaf, as low 
And humble as thy stem, will surely know 
The joy that peace imparts. 



THE CORAL GROVEL 

Deep in the wave is a coral grove. 

Where the purple mullet, and goId>fish rove, 

Wh»« the sea-flower spreads its leaves of blue. 

That never are wet with falling dew. 

But in brTght and changeful beauty shin^ 

Far down in the green and glassy brine. 

The floor is of sand, like the mountain drift, 

And the pearl shells spangle the flinty snow ; 

From coral rocks the sea plants lift 

Their boughs, where the tides yd billows flow ; 

The water is calm and still beI<Rr, 

For the winds and waves are absent there^ 

And the sands are bright as the stars that glow 

In the motionless fields of upper air : 

There with its waving blade of green, 

The tea-flag streams through the silent water. 

And the crimson leaf of the dulse is seen 
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The ^re$ of whose ebony lustre fly. 
Like summer's dazzling flashes. 

And the wind, with a sofi and silent v/iag. 

Brushed over this wild of flowers, 

And it wakened the birds, who began to sing 

Their hymn to the season of love and spring. 

In the shade of the bending bowers ; 

And it culled their full nectareous store, 

In its lightly fluttering motion. 

As when from Hybla*s murmuring shore 

The evening breeze from her thyme-beds bore 

Their sweetness over the ocean. 



TH£ FAIREST ROSE IS FAR AWA*. 

The mom is blinking o'er the hills 
With softened light and colours gay ; 
Through grove and valley sweetly trills 
The melody of early day ; 
The dewy roses blooming fair 
Glitter around her father's ha*, 
But still my Mary is not there— m 
The fairest rose is far awa*. 

The cooling zephyrs gently blow 
Along the dew-bespangled mead— ^ 
In every field the owsen low<f-— 
The careless shepherd tunes bis reed-^ 
And while the loses blossom fair. 
My lute with softly dying fa* 
Laments that Mary is not thcre-^ 
The fairest rose is far awa*. 



STAKZAf. 989 

The tliniflh is noging on the hills. 
And chaiTDs the groves that wave aroundt 
And through the vale the winding rills 
Awake a soilly murmuring sound ; 
The robin tunes his mellow throat 
Where glittering roses sweetly blawy 
But grieves that Mary hears him not— ■ 
The fairest rose is far awa*. 

Why breathe thy melody in vain 
Thou lovely songster of the mom-^ 
Why pour thy ever-varying strain 
Amid the sprays of yonder thom*^ 
Do not the roses blooming fair. 
At morning's dawn or evening's fa% 
Tell thee of one that is not there— 
The fairest rose that's far awa*. 



8TANZA& 

Often, when at night delaying. 
Where the winding river flows. 
On the silent waters playing 
How the star of beauty glows ; 
In the clear wave brightly sparkling, 
Brightly as the love-lit eye, 
Now again its beams are darkling, 
As the clouds athwart it fly : 
With a soft and tender feeling 
Then I whisper out my song, 
While the mellow brook is stealing 
Silently the sand along* 



S34 STANZAS. 

There is in tliat twinkling planet 
More than all the ttan can boast. 
And my fond eye loves to scan it, 
like a light-house on a coast, 
"Where the budding spring is eter 
Franking out her wooing bowers. 
And the locks of beauty never 
Float without a crown of flowers ; 
And her eye is ever straying 
Round and round with kindling beam. 
Like her own bright planet placing 
Sweetly on the silent stream. 

Now the star is near the mountain 
Slowly setting in the west, 
ShiiUDg on a crisping fountain. 
Or a lakelet*s ruffled breast ; 
Now its maiden brightness mingles 
With the mist that hovers there, 
Rising from the woody dingles. 
Like a streaming tress of hair. 

Now a form is imaged round it, 

'Tis the form that I adore, 

Every charm of earth has crowned it. 

Fairer beauty never wore : 

O ! how dear that tender feeling. 

When the rays of beauty play. 

Where the mellow bro<^ is stealing. 

Lighted by the moon, away. 



O ! PUEB U the wind. 

As it blows o*er the mountain ; 

And clear is the wave, 

As it flows from the fountain ; 

And sweet are the flowers 

In the green meadow blooming ; 

And gay are the bowers, 

When ^ soft air perfuming. 

O ! go, dearest, go 
To the heath and the mountain. 
Where the blue violets blow 
On the brink of the fountain ; 
Where nothing, but death, 
Our afiecdon can sever; 
And tiU life's latest breath 
Love ^all bind us fbr ever. 

O ! bright is the mom. 
When it breaks on the valley ; 
And shrill is the horn. 
When the wild huntsmen sally ; 
And clear shines the dew, 
As the hounds hurry o*er it ; 
And light blows the wind, 
As tibe sail flies before it. 
O ! go, dearest^ go, &c. 

O ! soft is the mist. 

When it curls round the island ; 

And dark is the cloud, 

As it hangs on the highland ; 

And sweet chimes the rill, 

0*er the white pebble flowing ; 



Am] quick glidei &b boat 

O'er the nnootli water rowii 

O I ga> dearest, go, &c 

O ! fleet ia the ieet 
Througb the blue healber aj 
And loud is the sbout 
Through tho wild valley rin 
And soft is the flute 
O'er the lake raintl; aighidf 
When the Kid e sir is mute. 
And the night-wind ia dyioj 
O ! go, dearest, go, &c. 

O ! go, dearest, go 
To the heatb and the mouni 
Wbere tbe bean shall be pu 
Aa the deir-Bowing fouatai 
Where the aoul shall be frei 
As tbe winds (bat blow o'ei 
And the lunset of life 
Smile in beauty before us. 

O ! go, dearest, go 
To (be heath, and tbe ntoun 
Wbere tbs blue violets bloi 
On the brink of the founlal 
Where aolhing, but dealb. 
Our affection can teveri 



THE LAND OF T^E BLfiST. 

sbnset is calm on the face of the deep, 
bright is the last look of day in the west^ 
1 broadly the beams of its parting glance sweep^ 
e the path that conducts to the land of the 
ilest : 

i golden and green is the sea, as it flows 
billows just heaving its tide to the shore ; 
ad crimson and blue is the sky, as it glows 
'ith the colours which tell us that day-light is 
o'er. 

. sit on a rock, that hangs OTer the wave, 

And the foam heaves and tosses its snow-wreaths 

below, 
And the flakes, gilt with sunbeams, the flowing 

tide pave. 
Like the gems that in gardens of sorcery grow : 
I sit on the rock, and I watch the light fade 
Still fointer and fainter away in the west. 
And I dream, I can catch, through the mantle of 

diade, 
A glimpse of the dim, distant land of the blest. 

And I long for a home in that land of the soul. 
Where hearts always warm glow with friendship 

and love, 
And days ever cloudless still cheerily roll. 
Like the age of eternity blazing above : 
Tbere, with friendships unbroken, and loves ever 

true, 
life flows on, one gay dream of pleasure and rest ; 
And green is the fresh turf, the sky purely blue, 
Hiat mantle and arch o*er the land of the blest«. 



238 RETftOSPECTIOK. 

Tlw latt line of light is now crossing t}ie sea. 
And the fint star is lighting its lamp in the sky ; 
It seems that a sweet ¥0106 is calling to me, 
like a bird on that pathway of brightness to fly: 
*' Far orer Uie wa^e is a green sunny isle> 
"Where the last cloud of evening now shines in the 

west; 
'Us the island that Spring ever woes with her 

smile; 
O ! seek it-othe bright happy land of the blest.* 



ti 



RETROSPECTION. 

Thziub are moments in life, wluch are never forgot, 
Which brighten, and brighten, as time steals away ; 
They give a new charm to the happiest lot, 
And they shine on the gloom of the loneliest day : 
These moments are hallowed by smiles and by 

tears; 
The first look of love, and the last parting given ; 
As the sun, in the dawn of his glory, appears. 
And the cloud weeps and glows with the rainbow 

in heaven. 

Hiere are hours— there are minutes, which me* 

mory brings. 
Like blossoms of £den, to twine round the heart ; 
And as time rushes by on the might of his wing% 
They may darken awhile, but they never depart : 
O ! these hallowed remembrances cannot decay. 
But they come on the soul with a magical thrill ; 
And in days that are darkest, they kindly will stay. 
And the heart, in its last throb, will beat with 

them still. 



BETAOSPICnON. 359 

tke, like the dawn in its loveliness, now, 
i look of beauty, that shot to my soul; 
ra of the mountain are bleached On her 

eyes, in the blue of the firmament, roll : 
( are dim by her cheek's living bloom, 
K)ral lips part, like the opening of flowers ; 
!s through the air in a cloud of perfume, 
wind from the blossoms of jessamine 
srs. 

r eye*s melting azure there sparl^ks a 

lied my young blood to ecstacy's glow ; 
Ics— and the tones of her voice are the 

'9 

> once, like the wind.harp, in melody ^ow: 
ch, as her hand meets and mingles with 



?» 



ong to my heart, with electrical thrill ; 
noment, for earUi too supremely divine, 
le life lasts, its sweetness shall cling to me 



-and we drank from the crystalline well 
rs from the fountain of science above ; 
beauties of thought we would ulently 

II, 

3oked — though we never were talking of 

• 

d — the tear glistened bright in her eye, 
melting hand shook, as I dropped it for 

moment will always be hovering by, 
frown— but its light shall abandon me— 



HERfi THE AIR IS SW£BT. 

Herb the air is sweet, 

Fresh from the roses newly blowing; 

Here the waters meet, 

Down the grassy valley flowing ; 

Here the bands of ivy twine, 

Here the bells in yellow shine 

On the flowering gelsemine. 

Round the woven trellice growing. 

Here the flitting breeze 

Wafts afar the musky treasure. 

And the wanton bees 

Sip the honied fount of pleasure ; 

Here the loving spirits dwell, 

Here they sit, and weave their spell. 

And within Uie blossom's bell 

Here the wind is balm. 
Laden with the breath of roses ; 
Here the air is calm. 
And the sleeping noon-flower closes ; 
Now the sun is setting bright. 
And his arch of purple light 
Heralding the summer night, 
Barth in dreams of bliss reposes. 

Here's a magic bower— 

O'er it budding vines are creeping. 

And a dewy shower. 

By a bank of turf is steeping ; 

Tliough the fallen winds are mute. 

Faintly from the sweet-blown flute. 

Tones, that with the stillness suit, 

Hannonics of love are keeping. 



HPME. 241 

I am here alone- 
Far lias fled my flowery dreaming, 
All its beauty flown 
Like a bow by moonlight gleaming ; 
Fancy's day of love is o'er, 
All its rich and golden store ' 
Ne'er can charm my spirit rnore^ 
With its faliie, but fairy seeming. 



HOME. 

'here is a spot— a quiet spot, which blooms 
>n earth's cold, heartless desert^ It hath power 
'o give a sweetness to the darkest hour, 
iSy in tiie starless midnight, frora the rose, 
fow dipp'd in dew, a sweeter perfume flows ; 
^nd suddenly the wandVer's heart assumes 
Few courage, and he keeps his course along, 
Iheeriag tlie darkness with a whisper'd song : 
it every step a purer, fresher air 
alotes him, and the winds of mgrning bear 
oft odours from the violet beds and vines ; 
ind thus he wanders, till the dawning shines 
ibove the misty mountains, and a hue 
tf vermeil blushes on the cloudless blue, 
«ike health disporting on the downy cheek— 
t is time's fairest moment-*as a dove 
hading the earth with azure wings of love, 
lie sky broods o'er us, and the cool winds spe>tk 
lie peace of nature, and the waters fall, 
Vom leap to leap, more sweetly musical, 

L* 



L»4i2 HOME. 

Andy from tlie cloudy bosom of the yalc. 

Come, on the dripping pinions of the gale, 

Tlie simple melody of early birds 

Wooing their mates to lore, the low of herdsi 

And the faint bleating of the new-born Iambi 

Pursuing, with light- bounding step, their damis 

Again the shepherd's whistle, and the bark. 

That shrilly answers to his call ; and hark ! 

As o*er the trees the golden rays apix^ar, 

Bursts the last joyous song of chanticleer, 

Who moves, in stately pomp, before his train. 

Tin from his emerald neck, and burnish *d wing% 

The playful light a dazzling beauty flings, 

As if the atars bad lit their Bres again— j 

So sweetly, to the wand*ref o*er the plain, I 

The rose, the jessamine, and every flower. 

That tpreads its leafets in the dewy hour. 

And catches, in its bell, night's viewless rain, | 

In temper*d balm their rich aroma shower ; 

And with this charm the morning, on hia eye^ I 

Looks from her portals in the eastern sky. 

And throws her blushes o*er the sleeping earth, 

And wakes it to a fresh and lovely birth— ^ 

O ! such a charin adorns thot fairest i^x>t, .' 

Where noise and revelry disturb me not. 

But all the spirits, that console me, come, j 

And o*er me spread a peaceful canopy, j 

And stand with messages of kindness by. 

And one sweet dove, with eyes that look me blc«% 

Sitt brooding all my treasures in her nest. 

Without one slightest wish the world to room, 

Or leave me, and that quiet dwelling— home. 



FAREWELL TO MY LYRE. 

r&E of my icml ! the parting hour draws nigb» 
lie iMNur that tears thy votary away-— 
be hour when death shall close my fading eye, 
nd wnp in earth my cold and lifeless chqr* 

feel his ky ifigers chill my heart, 
nd curdle all the blood that warms my Irtreast ; 
larm of my darkest moments ! soon we part<^ 
M» shall thy chords in endless silence rest. 

Iiat if thy sounds hare charmed the coldest car ; 
liat if they breathed like melody divineM>- 
liat if they stole the fair one's purest tear, 
r bade the downcast eye with pleasure shine ! 

Ql I must sink in Death's unbroken sleepi 
ad coldly slumber *neath the hallowed ground ; 
nd thou must all thy chords in silence keep, 
or m e et ly wake them to the feeblest sound* 

eep in yon cypress shade— its heavy gloom 
soomes the awftil stillness of the grave-* 
est, where above yon maiden's early tomb 
le willow's boughs in sorrow seem to wave* 



should the fainting zephyr, whispering by, 
irake one- note along thy tuneful string, 
I ! be it sadder than the moumfrr's sigh, 
id in my ear like funeral dirges ring. 

•t not a trill of joy Invade my ear, 
lis gloomy hour asks notliing of delight-* 
ft all be like the pall that shades the bivrf 
' like the darkest canopy of night. 



244 FA&EWELL TO MY LYRE. 

Let no sweet songster pour its witching spell- 
No voice of comfort to my spirit come ; 
Nbugfat but the echo of tlie passing bell. 
The hollow murmur of the muffled drum. 

And yet I seem to hetr thy seraph strain 
Pour like a gentle stream along the gale- 
It ceases— now its music wakes again, 
And breathes as sweetly as the turtle's wail. 

Ah, I would brush thy chords and faintly wake 
To sounds of joy thy melody awhile*^ 
Would charm my heart a moment ere it break. 
And gild my dying features with a smile : 

But no ! my hand refuses : *tis but clay— 
The touch of death has withered all its powers^— 
Soon will bis wings my spirit waft away 
'BtQOk thee— thou charmer of my darkest hours ! 

Farewell, thou lyre of sweetest minstrelsy ! 
Distraction calls, its sufferer must obey— 
The ruthless hand of dark adversity 
Has chilled my soul, and torn thy chords away : 

The mist of death, that hovers o*er my eyes. 
Withdraws thy lovely image from my view. 
Like fancy's midnight dream, th' illusion 
Lyre of my soul, adieu ! a long adieu. 



THE 
OF 

THE late' HENRY DENISON. 
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lSiofltapf)ical gttetcf). 



iter upoD Biography is, at all times, a basardous un. 
ng ; and, it is candidly acknowledged, it is teldoin fdt 
Rl, bat where great fame has been previously aoquir- 
itcnae interest then follows naturally, as relates to the 
-to the events of the life; and sometimes this prin. 
ands itself to the family in the most distant brandies, 
n to the houses in which the fimmred individuals re. 
Fide Biogmghy oticbnaoa and Bfilton. But how few 
1 cases!<— In the case of Henry Denison, we must, in 
lend and (hmt** of the humble eflbrt which wiU be 
> introduce him to the English reader'k acquaintance, 
'ledge that we crave for him some reputation In ad. 
and by this candour, it is hoped ilUhumeured criti' 
d Jealous scrutiny will be in some measure disarmed, 
rodnoer cUdms for him a species of merit ct no ordi. 
It, fbr **he has had honour in his own eeuntr/,*' and 
t must be his herald. 

I trite remark, to be found prefixed to the blegraphy 
«nMry men, that the events of their lives, neither par- 
if the bustle of the cabinet nor the pomp of the camp, 
ittle emotion in the breasts of the great mass of man- 
For the most part they hold on 

** The noUeleu tenor of their way ;" 

a aoldier is known by the battles he haa won, »o a 
to generally rccogni«ed by the 6uccc6sful works he has 
id. It may not at this place, however, be troiuroper to 
1, that much has been written by the iiersonal triendb 
Deoisoo, of which only the outlines can bo inserted 
od in reference to the tiiuiaallantic rcitdcr. 



248 SXOG&APHICAL SKETCH. 

Henry DcnUon, son of Judge Gilbert Denison, was bom *' 
at Guildfordf Vermoot, in the year 1196. One of his aaoes- ? 
ton, Cokmcl George Denison, arrived in ConnccticutB fktn I 
EMtfgbuadt about 1630, and served in the early wars of the id- j 
Uons, against the Indians, as Caiitain ; but whether firom ae- i 
eident or inclination, he returned to lus native country, took ■; 
a part in the wars of the first Charles, and having been - 
wounded (at Edgehill), be was taken to the scat of Lord Be- 
ladel, and intermanied in that noblemau*s family. Trum* 
ton makes very honourable mention of him, and Gov&moa 
Hy^chiaaon observes, ** Denison's name ou^ to be peipt* 
tnated.** But to ouf protege : Henry Denlson was designed 
tqr bis friends for the study of the law, and his early educi^ 
lion recdved that preparatory direction. 

In KovoBber, 181^ he entered the University of Vermoats, 
and toon after,~hi8 bias towards poetical compoution begaa 
to make its appearance. He ailerwaids entered at WiUiaiiH. 
tovnC^legek 

To the acute observer of the phoiomena of the human 

mhid, the following remarks, written from a law-office, wilt 

not appear singular ; and if they require any preCsce, it is 

the simple semavk, that many an ardent fiincy haa been re- 

slrictivdy coerced by the discipline prompted by a sense of 

duty ; and treasure has sometimes been taken in a new course 

little cxpeoted at first by the conscientious student. He says 

in a letter to a fHend, the vaieraUe Judge Tyler, of BiatUe- 

boreugb» Vermont :— 

**N€to-York, — — , 1816. 

** The study of the law, I begin to feel interested in. It is 
not altogether that dry thing in which light I had always 
been accustomed to view it I find it is not devoid of its 
beauties, allowing it the while in that particular to fiill a KC- 
tle short of Homer and \^rgil, Milton and Pope-^cC it has 
chama that they do not possess. '* 

Those duurros, however, did not, it seems, possess that 
permanent influence over his mind which novelty had per> 
haps excited. In a subsequent cfibsion, be thus 
himself:-* 



BIOGEAPHICAL SKETCH. 2A9 

*■ Well, while a £Uher fondly dream 'd hU mm 

Brad BLKkstone^ CbiUy, Coke on LytUcton— 

In fiuicy uw bim nuhing to the bar, 

AnoiM in ddwte, bc^ the wordy war ; 

The credukm* old man was dup'd,— whilst be, 
The fidthlen boy, bcguUM of minstrelsy, 
Voffflook the riotous encampment, and 
Went orcr to the Nine,— harmonious band. 

Back on the atreun ofUfe pain*d memory goes, 

And traces here the louroc of countless woes : 

1 atnidc the rode of duty with the wand 

Of dtaDbedienee trembling in my liand ; 

When lot instead of crystal waves, there came, 
¥wm ttm receding fissure, gall, with flam^ 
Whldi dnnk, now heavy loads the heart with pain- 
How fight aseends, and fires the bomiog brain ! 

Ungrateflil, to despise the words of those 
Tram whom such pure, such grand af&ctlon flow*— 
Parental love! when peijur'd ftiendships flee, 
Frampt stiH, fbrsaiees not in adversity. 

Why did I not endeavour to fUIfil 

The better wishes of a father's will ; 

Wealth then, perhaps, and honours had bocn mine. 

Which now lie sacrificed at folly's shrine." 

■ Whether, from a view to health, or to explore a less 
crawded country, in regard to the prosecution of his legal 
studice, and the business which might be extracted ftom it, 
is difficult pertuqis to determine ; but he embarked at New- 
Toika hi the winter of 1816.17, for Savannah, where he safe- 
ly anived. 

In the winter of 1S18, he removed to Milledgcvillc, the 
seat of Oovcmmcnt of the State of Georgia, where he com- 
nenced the piftilication of a newsiutpcr, and was about to 
adorn it by the elegant cfiUsionsi of hib pen— when death ar. 

rested lus course. 

L2 



250 BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH. 

HU yottthftil friendi have erected in that (own, to his Ma» 
nory, a monumenUl dab, 1>e8ring the following inacriptioii : 

Beneath thii Tablet 

BepowB 

AU that is mortal of Henry Denison, 

Who died in MilledgeviUe, Georgia, Oct 31, 1819, 

8on of the Hon. Gilbert Oeniaon, 

And Huldah, his Wife, 

Of Brattlebonmgfa, Vermont 

XoMkr— Art thoua Furent ? Think upon thy oirn aflptiqg^ 

and sympathise with them : 

Art thou agood flon ? Bfingle thy tears with his Pa- 

rents j Iter he was the best of Sons ; 

A Brother ? Mourn, for he was the kindest of Brothers : 

A Frtend ? Sorrow, fat he was the firmest of Friends : 

Does the Muse inspire thee? Orieveg for he was 

of thyldndred: 

Art thou all that is manly and upright? Bemoan hir earif 

Cstei for he was thy Companion : 

But if thou art a Christian, Rejoice— for Henry 

** is not dead, but sleepeth." 



^em0. 



VILLA COLUBfBIANA.* 

The site is bigii^-an union of seven hiHs«- 
Around whose base the limpid wave distils 
%Nriiigs pure and sweet* like those which travellers 



Mid the deep hills in Western Tennessee ; 
Bold fountains^ such as ev*ry where gush forth 
From Allegany towards the distant North, 
Or audi as, oozing from the Blue Bidge, pour 
Their crystal wavelets in the Shenandorh. 

Hie site is lofty :— -constant breezes here 
Fan the hot bosom of the sultry year ; 
Young health alndes, whilst pale diseases sow 
The plagues around Avemiau Mexico : 
Maisena, full before our eyes, hath spread. 
For Naiad slumberings, her rocky bed; 
Atlanta sees, her Nereids before. 
The Queen of Ocean move along her shore. 

Twelve years ago, the pine, the sturdy oak. 
On this same ground, first felt the axe^s stroke— 
Jjo ! industry draws near, the wilds give way-^ 
A desert yesterday, a town to-day : 



* Columbus, the capital of Ohio, is on the Scioto river.— 
The site is a pleasant rising ground, and the town is regular- 
ly la Ul out, tne streets crossing each other at right angles.— 
lu 1812 the lots were first exposed to sale with the timber 
then standing upon them : in 1819 it contained a State Houiic, 
Penitentiary, a Bank, Market Uouiic, and more than itOO 
houies and 1500 inhabitants. 



ITj flSAJCftlS, VZET. 




ike lofty tiof , with 
affheiciMB'siieB; 
kovl'd 




weenvj ooCy 
Eurapa't lot ; 
phtj yiddi; 
bak 




Ohio's liimti ev*^ day retire 
Baton tho azo and ell-devowring fiie ; 
La ! wcstvardly, ciTUisatioo bent. 
Sweeps, like a flood, across oar continent ; 
Bat on our union sunmer glories rest, 
Freedooi and peace combine, and all are bleat : 
From his wild ro^ the bird of freedom qtrings, 
And o'er a ahoatiag natioa spreads his wingSi 



WHY, STRANOEB, WEEP ! 

Wry, stranger, weep ! is there no breast 
Hsth felt a pang as deep as thine ? 

Behold it here as lone, unbless'd. 
As desolate, — *tis mine, *tis mine ! 
"What tlio' upon this brow appears 
No furrow from the share of years ; 
And playful smiles are sometimes seen, 
. Tbey do but mock a soul within. . 



TO A fiSOOCBB. 353 

r ttnnger, I was bappy too^ 
And I had friends that lov'd me well ; 
It rashly, ah ! I bade, like you. 
That happiness, those friends, fiureweU : 
Assassin-lips their gall have shed. 
By villain-hands this heart has bled ; 
Bat stranger, not a tear hath stole. 
To tell the anguish of ttiy soul! 

ly after day, in corert bow'r, 
'Neath Georgian skies I've sat alone, 
id anxious waited the long hour 
Of balmy evenings coming on i 
A stranger, too» I've linger'd here. 
Thro* many a month and darksome year. 
With none to share my misery. 
For Georgian hearts are cold to me ! 

It there's a triumph for thee still. 
That shrinking babblers never know ; 
le valiant spirit may conceal. 
And thereby triumph o'er his woe : 
Who would be pitied ? every sigh 
Draws poor commiseration's eye. 
And stranger, ev'ry tell-tale tear 
Is paltry pity's harbinger* 



TO A SEDUCER. 



I SAW a tear from beauty's eye 

Adown the check in silence stealing ; 

I heard a low, a plaintive sigh^ 
The bosom's inward grief revealing. 



254 TO A SEDUCER. 

I saw the mark of tad decay 

Each lovely feature undermining, 

And beauty's bright and vivid ray 
No more in radiant lustre shining. 

I saw that face, so lately deck*d 
In nature's sweetest beauty, smiling, 

By care, and pain, and sorrow wreck'd. 
And wan despair its charms de61ing. 

I tum'd me from the scene, and cried, 

Sweet maid, I hear the death-note pealing ; 

Nor strove the ready tear to hide- 
It was the tear of real feeling. 

Great God ! I cried, and must it be ! 

Shall Uiis sweet flower be left to languish ? 
And will no bolt be cast by thee, 

To blast the wretch who caus'd her anguish ? 

Far from a parent's fostering arms. 
By wily arts induced to wander ; 

Now fades her lately blooming charms. 
From parents dear, and friends asunder. 

Great Heaven ! if suffering virtue call 
To thee, upraise for vengeance ever ; 

O let the direst curses fall 

On the seducer's head fur ever. 



WOCMDVILLK 

Thiy tell me of the Tillas fair. 
That OD the banki of ScbuylLUl rue ; 

But er'ry charm that opens there^ 
Beneath the fi^e of Summer ikiea,— 
The green-tward walk thro* icenery, , 
That like a bride draws ey*ry eye, * ' 
And fruita and flow'rets ev'ry where— > 
All have I seen, and all are fair. 

Bot Georaia*! clime delights me more ; 
I would not journey north again, 

For all that art and nature pour 
Upon the fruitful land of Penn ; 
For Nature's choicest bounty liea 
Beneath the warmth of southern skies^ 
Here all the sweets of earth combine- 
Land of the orange and the pine. 

They tell me diat, of lovely streams, 
llie elm4xKind Merrimack excels ; 

On its green brink, in fairy dreams 
Ennqpt, I've- sat till evening bells. 
From distant steeple, broke the chain 
Whidi fimcy wove and wove again ;-— 
Yes, while a boy, I wander'd there. 
And own that eastern lands are fair. 

But eastern lands may boast their groves, 
Their ocean-isles and emerald fields ; 

Our piny-woods, and turtle doves. 

And gardens where the red bird builds ; 
Our river-cane that hides the do(^ 
Our forest oak with miitletoe. 
Our stately pine, and cornel tree. 
Have thousand ntfooeless charmn for me« 
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O, Woodnlle ! wberooew yet 
To rosin ibiill prove my destiny — 

O, never can my tool forget 

The pleiMnt hbun Vie spent by cbee ! 
The pines may no fierce lightnings rend, 
But sbow'rs oi silver dews descend. 
And on tfay sylvan bosom swell-- 
Tboae bonities whtcb I love so welL 



THE CHRISTIAITS REVERIEL 

O, THERS are evenings wlien the west 
Pours on the sky her humid breath, 

Which, curd*ling on a sun beam's breast. 

Glow amber clouds that rock to rest 
The souls of good men after death ; 
And spirits, never made to pair 
With flesh, too, come and cradle there. 
And touch their sparkling harps and sing 
Immanuel Lord ! Immanuel King \ 

And as the work of praise goes on. 

More Heaven-known add themselves to these ; 
The stars of evening, 'one by one. 
From day's celestial court cone dovm, 
And mix their sphere-wrought harmonies; 
And tliey are there whose restless wings 
Glitter with spray of Eden-springs,-— 
Bright cherubim, when the earth was born. 
That dcck*d with dew the virgin moru. 

I saw with rapture, and cxpress*d 

A lovti-sick wish that I were there ; 
I thought Heaven, too, migtit have its west, 
A bolivr Wikin of the blcss*d» 
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With brighter ckmds and purer air ; 
Its ereniDgs and its morning hours. 
And nights and days resembling ours, 
Save that of shadow tliere is less. 
And more, much ^re, of luddness. 

liere, thousand vallies meet the eye, 
Where martyrs hail their blood-^ugbt sky ; 
^n sorrow's cheek the tear is dry, 
ind sorrow's breast forgets to sigh^ 
Breathing the air of Paradise : 
All goodly things that mark our sphere^ 
Glow in dinner beauty there ; 
The 6eld, the siWer stream, the grove, 
Swell in the breath of life aqd love. 

.nd all around 'tis praising One ! 
No harp can rest, no tongue be still ; 

lie sun goes hymning to his noon, n^ 

ind seraphim, low bowing down. 
Awake the song of Zion Hill ! 
The distant vallies catch the strain. 
And echo breathes it back again,— 
So soft, so thrilling, and so sweet, 
'Twere angel-words, where angels meet, 

7hile I behold such glories rise. 

My soul in extacy would fly ! 
ensations new ! sweet, sweet surprise ! 
leaven rushes on my ears, my eyes 

Are full of immortality ! 

O ! when will earthly shades be gone. 

And Heaven*s broad day come pouring on ? 

When shall our pilgrimage be o*er, 

And we rest on the golden shor» 



TO MARY'S CANARY BIRD. 

Thb softest breezes on their azure wings. 
Amidst a field of sweetest odours play ; 
The gayest warbler of the grove that sings. 
Insults the freedom of his little wings. 
And tunes his notes to purest melody. 

Snat!Cfa*d from his native isle, in tender age. 
And held a captive in that iron cage. 

While I behold, I fancy he complains ; 
Ungrateful /— >and he sings a cheerful lay. 
Then pecks bis little love, and seems to say, 

Cootentment in this wiry prison reigns* 

How, little bird ! fotc'd from thy tlative isle. 
Canst thou in slav*ry*s fetters sing and smile ? 

Ah, yes ! 'tis Mary*s care for thee that soothes 
Thy Uttle breast, and makes thee sing so sweet ; 
Her ilDM>wy hand presents thee food to eat— - 

To gladness Mary's smiles the captive moves. 

So fbrc'd to wander from his native land. 

The exile left upon a desert shore, 
l^ghs on the bleak and ocean*beaten strand. 
Till condolence from lovely woman's hand 

Bids him repine in solitude no more. 

Oh, woman ! but for thee, the earth were more 
The land of exile than the bleakest shore. 
Or savag'd clime, where wretched outcasts roam* 
Baniah'd fpr ?ver from their dearest home. 



IMITATION OF HORACE. 
lOih Ode, Book 2d. 



-o 



Embark'd on life's tempestuous stream. 
Though smooth its' surface now may seem. 

Beware the storms that lour ; 
Adown the current gently glide, 
Nor rashly tempt the turbid tide» 

Nor bug the shelving shore. 

Let calm contentment gild your lot. 
Nor palace craTe, nor court the cot. 

But se^ the golden mean ; 
That haunted is by pallid fear. 
And this beset with sordid care. 

True peace is found between. 

Nor yet let faithless fortune's smile 
Yoor generous breast too soon b^uiiey 

Nor dread her fickle frowns^— 
The power that wakes the whirlwind's rage. 
Its idle wrath can quick assuage. 

And kindle g^ial suns. 

Altemata seasons rule the year, 
Alternate flowers and fruite appear— 

£v*n oceans ^b and flow ; 
Apollo, oft, the listening muse. 
In tuneAil numbers fondly woos, 

Nor always bends the bow. 

'Mong treacherous shoals by tempest driven. 
With pious trust in righteous Heaven, 

Still boldly tack and wear ; 
But when before the breeze you sail. 
Your canvas spread to catch the gale— » 

Of breakers, then, take care * 



TO GOLOMBIANUS. 

Mm, rest content with less illustrious themes, 
PleM'd with the munnuring course of little streams, 
Frequent their fl<fw*ry margin, and no more 
Sigh for the cliff and cataract's mighty roar. 
Mine, like the bee, 'go forth to welcome spring, 
Grateful — the epic muse, on bolder wing. 
Delights midst warring elements to soar, 
And hies her home to ev*ry season's door. 

When Hilton sung. Thought yok*d her airy car. 
And, faultering, sought him 'midst her world's 

afiir; 
Lo ! half unveil'd the mystic throne of God, 
And hell seems firmer where th' explorer trod ; 
Chaos, late fearf ql, lest by fraud undonet 
Smiles at the rocking of bis ancient throne ; 
A fiunt and feeble beam where looks the tun. 
Our aystem'a utmost shores are lit upon* 

Th* arch-fiend is there ; ye guardian angels rise. 
Look to your wards, watch well your paradise ; 
Vain effort ! fraud prevails, and over all 
Comes the bot curse-^fallen man laments the fall : 
Ah, miserable ! sin and death are neari-— 
The universal nature quakes for fear ; 
Crimes are which nothing can atone save blood, 
And mercy weeps to ope the wounds of God. 

The modern theatre resounded not, 
As yet, with shouts of just applause begot ; 
He comes ; now cruel tragedy Imth charms. 
The passions riot in her bloody arms ; 
'Tis Avon Sliakspeare ; Athens may contend, 
But Rome, in rivalship, no name can bend : 
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imcrioH^iiilMrtial, judge of thete*- 

rbe boait «f England, and the pride ofGiMce. 

' cxIraiMt I bring : but tbere't a middle flight, 

rixtme and tbote who reach the imperial bei^t ; 

itatiaii balanoed well in middle air, 

ore the least, this lide the brightest star : 

rbe fame hath planted constellations bright. 

To glitter thro' eternity's long night ; 

rbere may'8| thou go, with influence reaching 

Ind rise and roll Columbia's Tocal star. 

me hasten to the work : the virgin themes 
i slombaring, around flit nuptial dreams, 
hundred suitors come to woo in yain ; 
llnesa, to win elsewhere, returns again, 
in age (eren less not) rolls on, with yean, 
iVbose fliiod on every wave a hero bears ; 
\nd wilt thou, an inglorious looker-on, 
Sefaold the brave one, deeds, name, all, go down? 

le streams of light from Heaven's pure spring 
hat flow, 

e spirit of song no finite pause can know ; 
influence strikes from pole to distant pole^ 
trms nature's heart, fires all the poet's soul* 
Bre the foundations of the earth were laid. 
Harmonious birth, music in Heaven was made ; 
First angels struck the lyre, then mortals sung, 
^nd ages* wondering ears with numbers rung. 

uU tbo' the magic sounds, begun on high, 
ep earth, responding, ecbo'd to the sky ; 
lat tho' the lyre to thousands hatli been given ; 
e blame and praise now banisird earth and 
llearen ? 



2«S wmtfOJN. 



No ungle eje o*er all the icene may range* 
Eternal mocion brings eternal cbangek 
The reign of Jore saw wars on wars increa 
The reign of Jesus is the reign of peace. 



FRANKLIN. 
EHpott ads fUhneo Soeptramque tynumia 

£*£N now the dun clouds mantle over bead. 
And boUow tbundeni wake their distant roar. 
Like far-off waves contending witb the sbore. 
And moving on» wax louder and more dread ; 
The lightnings flash, and waste their vivid fin 
In vacant air, or drawn by steely wires. 
Obedient to tbe mighty man's cornmand. 
Seek their eternal prison under ground. 
And, by the adamantine dudns bis hand 
Had wrought, Jove*s executioners are bound. 
The wreaking flood of ages Time shall poor 
Down tbe steep current of unnumber*d years, 
Men's memories a few stout ships it bears. 
That anchor on Eternity's bright shore. 
Time art thou vanquished, and Eternity 
Shall hold th* immortal Franklin's deathless 
mory ! 



SLANDER. 

Sn&iT accurst ! she glides by day unieeiiy 
Winding through friendship's path of joy ser^e ; 
At her approach Lore's social circle diesi 
And leaves her fate to Pluto's nurseries. 

O EbUif wherefore do we find thee here? 

Could Heaven entrust no feebler punisher ? 

She tramps the inward portals of the mind. 

At once the gall and wormwood of mankind. 

O Slander ! thee the prince of darkness sends^ 
Commission'd with the fate of lovers— -friends ; 
Go on«»perform thy dev*lish ministrtfi 
But / do lau(^ when those wouldst tport wUh me. 
Thy ixme is past^ thy Eden dreams are o'er. 
And thou shalt sleep in Paradise no more ; 
Catdi flnon my waking visions every ray 
Which Drom my sight refracted bear away. 

How oft, 88 pensive night rode on my noon. 
As through my window smilM the pale-fiic*d moon. 
With fancy painted on my memory, ran 
Back on the path that led me up to man ! 
And, oh ! how oft, as pausing to survey 
The graves of earlier joys that strew'd the way, 
Hath she bereft the young affection's doom. 
And left a bitter tear on friendship's tomb. 

On friendship's tomb ! one newly rais'd, behold 
The green blade springs not on the recent mould ; 
Ask whose affections, dead to me, lie there : 
O Ingrate^ couldst tbou smile o'er virtue's bier ! 

Ah ! yes, the demon whispers lying tales ; 

Urges tliy passions, and the fiend prevails : 

Yet, hadst thou yet known me thoroughly, 
the deed 

Had ne'er been done ; but hearts must some- 
times bJeed. 



STANZAS. 

I've fought and bled in honour's cause, 
And for mine injur*d country's laws 

Have stood in firm array : 
I ne'er have blench'd from woe's alarm, 
Nor quail' d beneath a foeman's arm, 

In battle's bloody day. 

For deeds of naught and sternness fam'd, 
Like lion bold, like him untam'd, 

I wound my careless way ; 
Alive alone to glorious arms, 
Reckless alike of woman's charms, 

And minstrers heavenly lay. 

That time is pass'd— my heart unbent, 
By hostile swords at length is rent, 

And love's keen anguish proves ; 
A form endow'd with matchless clarms, 
My bosom rough to softness warms. 

And throbs impassion'd moves. 

High deeds of arms no more delight, 
Mjp soul no longer burns for fight. 

Nor bounds when honour calls ; 
The fierce, the proud, the haughty soul. 
The spirit, spurning man's control, 

To iecble woman falls. 



zls- 



TO AN ANCIENT ELM, 
On ike Bants of tfie Connecticut 



famed Connecticut's current wide 
Nriftly on his freshing tide, 
ike old ocean's thirst ; 
lis.qrlvan honours thine 
lie' residue outshine, , 

broadest, proudest, first. 

the woodman when he saw, 

|ie sure blow, and gaaed with awe 

. thy.tow*ring height; 

w bJeneath those boughs of thine 

reet at noon day to recline, 

linger there till night. 

■tliat tmnk, that leafy top, 
hrdi the dews of morning drop, 
ong sliall moulder and decay ; 
afiefuriiry twining round 
»o,; shall tumble to the ground, 
with thee waste away. 



breifl one oftiie earliert aspirationg of the Muse of 
It u guppoMd he could not have been more Ulmi 
irt of age when he penned iu 



THE MISERIES OF AUTHORS. 

Wherefore was I 
witb those large, uncircumscrib*d desires 
llpplause and unsubstantial fame ? 
my mind had ne*er been taught to stray 
M* . 
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Beyond ifiy fittber*s small, but Mppy farm 
Nor aught pursued, safe the poor peasant's 
To turn th«f furnm^, wield the crooked scytl 
Or, to the pond'rous waggon, learnt to yob 
The obedient ox^or, haply to trepan 
At mom or evening, with the treacherous h 
The eager nibblers of the crystal stream—. 
But ah ! my mind, in fierce delirium lost, 
Disdained Uiis sweet stupidity of life. 
And thro* the flowVy and enchanting mase 
Of poetry ran wild.— But now those thoug 
Those drean^s extravagant of deathless fame 
I heedlessly behind me cast— 'tis done f 
O, we were fools t infatuated men, 
To hope for immortality on £arth ! 
For Sbakspeare lives, and Milton ne*er sbal 
And Homer and the Caledonian Bard, 
And deathless Virgil ! how, O, how shall w 
Attention claim, vrhen guests like these att( 
The banquet high of immortality ? 
Who now will dare to scale th* Ardean heij 
Of Science, to the Temple of Renown, 
Almost insuperable to minds like theirs ! 
Along the steep and labyrinthine path 
Wbicfa hither leads aspiring youths ! behold 
The toiling, eager literary throng ! 
There, there is Southey ! wild and wondrous 
And Campbell, Byron, and Montgomery ! 
How hard they strive ! what little progress 
Some barely rise— some tumble down amai 
Some to the rambling ivy which o*erhangs 
The jutting precipice, affrighted cling ! 
Where are they now ? I see them stretch*d i 
Upon oblivion's ever-sleeping lake. 
That far beneath her wat'ry desert spreads ! 
Vain bards ! again behold that steep ascent 
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onrid cragi obstruct their toilsome march, 
emon Ibrms athwart their path obtrude* 
; them ragged Pooeriy I iriew ! 
gaunt Hunf^ yawns and must be fed ! 
t tbou» M^ncholyf art thou there ? 
, I know thee by thy sallow cheek, 
Mdfittt eye— slow step and haggard mein ! 
w the €cnds the exhausted pilgrim tear ! 
w they strew his narrow path with thorns* 
romwood juice into his lifted cup* 
eep in bitterness his daily bread ! 
Envy and Detraction bait his htels, 
U his woes and hha with serpent tongues. 
lorse than these !<»ak>ng his direful path 
"iUc throng in fittal ambush lie— 
nting ndes with poi8on*d darts they pieive-^ 
ledged with feathers from the raven*s wing, 
tinted with the viper*s venom *d tooth ! 
ly like me, infatuated bards, 
lUh to fame— this path of woe and death ! 
ire, no more, by mad ambition fired, 
the rash youth who strove presumptuously 
>finfc''Apo11o*s car, and drive thro* heaven 
try-footed team) immortal labours dare ! 



Poit equittm sedst atni cura.— Mor. 

ihall I leave my native soil to go 
ere strangers are ? Why labours thus iliy 
lind, 

upon some foreign home ? ah, woe, 
iiCfa I would flee, is sure to close behind. 



addom will dcmiur ; 
•■ k&md linps cndMrlu a jmtmng&r $ ■« 
By m^ with saUon walks the slippery jtdM 
L-alecpcrs dream of stoma Mp 

ts the sownding ckarfi 

• 

to inad the tag-rag footman's haali i 
the cradle of our infiuicy ; 

turf o*er os when we dia 




die Bund wludi misery's boat beasC^ 
JLm if to ronftroe ttsufy relSreSy 

near oUinoo, half foiget% 
AEke^ cold Asappaintments, warm desires ; 
faadi closM her book ; and Hope at reri^ 
to lapcnre on the Fnture's breast ; 
TW IdHMrcr, Reason, leds the loss of H»ringi ; 
JfaMBOlion folds her weary wings ; 
VnBBg ia dsad, or fbr the season sleeps; 
Jioy laughs do more, no more sad Sorrow weepi^ 
O ! wlwt a wearisome, awful pause is here^ 
all pain^ all pleasure hope, and fear. 



UFE. 



Mak litai the gen^ breath of Spring comes o*er 
TW harpf ^olian melody is bom ; 

CMi af llii ikis% young anisie smiles once more, 
Tkn atets and dice amidst tbe aotomnal itorm: 
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ii A Ijrtt tod Cite the windi of beeven, 
[Ibit treed upon its cords with steps uneven ; 
l&i e i |iiin ' i ' end the breeaes*. downj wings 
*" i pleesures leugbing on the Hiring strings s 

wintry Uests thet bid the lyre eompUittt 
Aie love r^ected, penary and pain ; 
iid death the ewAil hurricane, that rends 
III bese asunder, and its music ends. 



TO 

0, TBDIK not my beert, tbo' the step-child of folly. 
Light fluttering with wildness or sinHing in 
gloom. 

Will De*er make an effort to spurn meUncboly, 
And celebrity's incense ne*er visit my tomb. 

Thoogfa fortune forsake me, and wisdom upbraid 



' For giving to passion the reins of my mind. 
One dear recollection forever will aid me 
In fising that heart to the chain of mankind. 

ShooM, afar, I be tossed, by the winds, on the 

Or in bondage detained on the sun*s arid wilds, 
I'll ever remember the thrilling emotion 
That melted my spirit to less than a child's. 

That emotion will come, like the dew of the raom- 

To bid ray seared feelings from sorroe^ revive, 
Till each dark idea, to Lethe returning. 

Will let all the harp-strings of joy leap alive. 



S70 L1N£S. 

When the grave tiiall enfold thee, Um pasmm Ihri 
warms me 
Will be told, though I sleep in a far-duMi 
clime; '^ 

Tes ! the name that by turns now transporta aal 
alarms me. 
Shall find a fair page in the records of time^ 

Tha* hated and scorned ('tis a meed I may merit] 
From my thoughts the creation can't banish yo«i 
name, 
'Us the only bright relic that they e*er will in- 
herit; 
As the compass of life and the watchword «i 
fame. 



LINESk 
Oa a Widow who lost her fftuAand and Son, "t ^ 

late war, 

Tll ask no rules of art, whereby to guide 
My rhyme ; for mine is not the song of pride, 
llie promenade of speech, high-spic*d conceit, 
Sl^y-dwelling fancy's lightning play of. wit ^ 
The attic gem, the glitt'ring. classic lore. 
Let others seek on the Castalian shore ; 
Loose and unguarded give the line to flow. 
Mine is the soul, be mine the speech of woe. 

But hast no secret joy ? ask of the woods 
Fishes, and hairy quadrupeds of floods-— 
Of beggary ask gems— of vvealth content,** 
And liberty of dark iminrisonment. 



LINES. 1371 

Ob ! fisr an island in some unknown set, 
Axaaod whose rocky shores etemdly 
lOi'd with the cries of ooean*s dismal bird, 
Iht itrife of winds and waves alone were heard. 

I siw a doating mother smiling on 
The cbamb visage of her fair first.bom : 
Death snatcfa*d it from her arms — oh ! cruel grave ! 
Iha innopent is thine ; spare, spare the hrave. 
Mb^ in hia coontry^s right the father stood. 
His country's fields all wet with warrior's blood. 
And boating hostile banners call'd him forth, 
He fought, be fell, he moulders in the nprth. 

The waves of Huron, on its savage shore. 
Shall wail the hero*s doom forever more. 
Widow*d and childless, in the vale of years, 
Shall Mary now descend in moaning tears, 
And joys, if joys there break upon her sight, 
Like misteors on the hazy bower of night 
Fsin the delirious brow, add gloom to gloom, 
And point her frantic eye-balls to the tomb. 

And I would be what lonely Mary is : 
Taste all her grief, feel all her miseries. 
Give up my sez, be never man again, 
In her 'lament my Son, my Hero &lain. 
But Fate forbids, and I roust journey on-* 
The same kme-bosom-d melancholy one. 



TO A FRIEND. 

In tliose uncertaiti transient scenes of woe, 
IVbere hopes and fears alternate ebb and flow ; 
Where joys in prospect charm the ravisb'd eye. 
But in fruition fade or wholly die; 
Grant me the blessing of one faithful friend, 
On whom with confidence I can depend ; 
Of soul sincere, in useful knowledge wise^ 
In time of grief prepared to sympathize ; 
Hb mind l&e sunshine of the brightest day. 
To glad the heart and praise each genial ray ; 
Who has no thought which friendship need conceal. 
Nor e*er £ar secret purpose would reTeaL 

Warped by no passion, priirate end, nor fame, 
Alike our interests and our minds the same ; 
Who fieels, and can without resenre impart. 
Each generous impul^ rising in the heart. 
Te virtuous few, of sympathetic soul. 
Whose in-bred worth all sinful thoughts control. 
As through this vale of misery we go^ 
O ! may we still the sweets of friendship know ; 
Grant me ye Powers ! out of your ample store 
Health, peace, onejnend^-'l ask no more. 



THE WANDERER, OR CHILD OF FANCY. 

Must I then forever wander. 

Ever as a stranger roam. 
Over the wide world, and ponder 

Ever on a far off home ? 



THE WANDEBEE. t75 

O ! a flood of grief conies o'er ine, 

When I think of all the joys 
Toothful Fancy q>reads before nic» 

LaTtth of her gilded toys. 

O ! she whisper*d tales of pleasure, 

In my young and listening ear ; 
Hope was there, and crown*d the measure ; 

Dawning hcfpe that knows not fear. 

Told me all was mirth and gladness- 
Told of future's flowery vale ; 

But, alas, 'tis painful sadness,— 
Such te Fancy's lying tale. 

When I sat and listen'd to thee, 

O! I did delight to bear ; 
And, how often did I woo thee, 

For I deem'd tliee then sincere. 

Yet, tbo* often false I've found thee,— 
Come, O come, and cheat me more ; 

Spread hope's snow-white mantle 'round the^ 
And I'll listen as before. 

Foreign skies are brooding o'er me— 

Forogn soil beneath my feet- 
Foreign scenes are spread before me, 

Foreigners are all I greet. 

Down I sat beside the fountain—* 
Do I mark its gentle pour ? 

Do I gaze on yonder mountain- 
Do I list the billows roar ? 

Of the distant Indian ocean, 
ToM*d by tempests too and ^o, 
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In a wild and liefce conunotioiiy 
All this hear and aee» ali no \ 

Yet beside me springs the fountain^ 
Glides its bed of pebbles o*er ; 

Yet beside me stands the mountain. 
Yet the ocean's billows roar. 

On the wings of thought has risen^ 

All my soul in visions gay, 
O, *tis Fancy*— from this prison 

She hath led my soul away. 

WhispVing softly, " cease thy sighing,*' 
Beck*ning that my spirit come. 

She hath gone with Fancy flying. 
To my own, my native home* 

Jjoving friends come crowding 'round me. 
And a mother faints With joy. 

Cries aloud :— <* and have I found thee. 
Found my long, long absent boy ?** 

Now, I trace the well known meadow. 
Now the promontory's height. 

Distance drew an awful shadow, 
*Tis dispers'd by F|incy bright. 

Down the little streamlet straying, 
Mark its waters soft and clear. 

And the deep greeo-cf esses playing. 
On its gentle b06Om there. 

The return of absent lover. 

Gives less joy than this to me ; 
|n a moment living over 
^U my d>]fs of Infancy. 



CONNJECTICUT. 275 

bubble** bunt before toe, 
lusive pbantom flies,— 
»ly hoirers o*er me,— 
of sorrow veil mine eyeM. ^ 

forever wander, 
s a stranger roam, 
wide world, ^-yet I ponder 
n a far off home. 



CONNECTICUT. 

nd is that, so nicely bound, 
ichusetts and the Sound, 
(land and New York around ; 
ankces thick as hops are found, 
y-puddings so abound ; 

Connecticut. 

d is that— when George the King 
the sea his fetters 4ing, 
ik to link us in the ring, 
ave the cry ** there's tM such thing.** 
Connecticut. 

id h that, where folks are said 
< scrupulously bred ; 
steady habited ; 
earty girls and boys are fed, 
iipkin pies and ginger bread ? 
Connecticut. 



27G CONN2CTICDT. 

What land is that, where Old Time walks 
In steady paee^ o'er maple blocks ; 
Forsakes his glass for wooden clocks ; 
Where heads too high will meet with knocks ; 
And land were more if fewer rocks ? 

Connecticut. 

What land is that, where onions grow ; 
Where maidens* necks are white as snow, 
And cheeks like roses red you know ; 
Where johnny-cakes are bak*d from dough ; 
That land where milk and honey flow. 

Connecticut. 

What land is that, whence pedlars come, 
A thousand miles or more from home 
With tiq, with bass-wood trenchers, some 
With paieni nutmegs and new rum ; 
To gather up the coppers ! hum ! 

Connecticut. 

What land is that, where parsons live- 
Where men hear Gospel and believe ; 
Wly9« bumble sinners seek reprieve ; 
Where women stay at home and weave. 
Nor gad without Uieir husband's leave? 

Connecticut. 

What land is that, where 1 can trace 
My nineteenth cousin by his face ; 
Where once I fish'd for little daioe. 
And never learn*d the duce from ace ; 
Where grl^ldmother this night says grace ? 

Connecticut. 

What land is that, when we behold. 
And all its history uufoVd, 



AUAAYLLn* COMPLAlKr. S77 

■II about the Urnd is told, 

ike most ttungs, but some we scold ? 

gentle reader, that is old 

Connecticut. 



AMARYLLIS* COMPLAINT. 

kT is it, that chases from my lids 
)*sba1my magic, slumber's soft repose? 
it is it, that watches and forbids 
pheus the curtains of my senses close, 
e, ye Sapphos, is it love ? endeared 
, hath Damon in my bosom rear'd, 
ur to the goddess of desire, 
Indled there a fierce unfading fire ? 
i consuming flames within me rise^— 
« the altar and the sacrifice ! 

I I seek the grotto's cool retreat, 
ain my once delightful haunts explore, 
ire spreading elms and leafy ashes tow'r, 
fbilage thick excludes the noon-tide heat, 
nre wild flow'rs tuft the beauteous green- 
yard o'er, 

ittle daises smile beneath my feet; 
1 I loiter by thy pebbly bed, 
rill, thy music, all thy charms are fled ; 
»w, nor smiling daisies, wild flow'rs blowing 
iled sward, nor softest waters flowing, 
e high tow'ring elm tree's canopy, 
preads its green and vi avy arch on high, 
'ot, nor sylvan haunt, that joy'd before, 
1 thy beauties^ nature, please me more. 



278 AMAKYLLiS* COMPI.A1NT. 



r WBj love apptmn upoo the plains. 
Or to the MwnrtMn ikivcs hb snowy flock» 
Or wilii kiK reed redines beneath the rock, 
I liev hM ■ohlfrt oC the gcnVons swains, 
leel a aeoci fire within my veina. 



I csD the videts fiooi the riv'IcC's brink, 
Amd jdlow cowslips nodding o'er the wave, 
Wbose alBBBs the tiny waters love to lave. 
The raaes that the dews of morning drink. 
The candy tnlip, and the blnshing pink, 
Wtaai^g a gwhial for the youth I love» 
Bat al^ alm^ his boaom cannot more. 



. bam m$ hand be takes thefiowing wicaih* 

Aad T— iVn. and calk it AmaryUis' lips ; 

fips^ that OB his own lips bom to breathe^ 
Kimes to take^ and kisaes to bequeath ;— 
At oaco theyoBtfa^ so bCibe and debonnair, 
Faata to the vale, that holds his fleecy care. 

Then o'er the ro^ lawn in beau^ trips ; 
Fanakes aac^ aa ha would a summer flow*r, ^ 

Ha leaws to iourkh an its parent stem* 
To cawt the bneaes ofa tiansiest hour, 
Aad thio, to shrink b enelh the tempest's lour, 

Aad hlnaa bo aaore wiAin hs natel i^eaT 
O, whkhtr shall I fly ? my burning soul, 
Sahda'd to boBd^ge. acoras the aecurat controul : 
O^ wkidHrgQ^ and leave fiu; fitf behind 
l%t iJMJi my teaderest allcctioiu bind ! 



I 



SOMKET TO CECILIA. 

Oh ! I haire seen a lorely sight to-day ; 
Beauty adom'd in gems of beav'nly birtb ; 
Such gems as weeping angels cast away. 
And lore and pity, bringing down to earthy 
Pour into sorrow's lap. Cecilia weeps. 
Tear* are tfie yanquisb'd roice's deputies. 
Whose eloquence from the essaying eyes 
Flows, and the soul in sweet Elysian st e ep s. 
As conscious roses, dash*d upon the snow 
Of maiden purity, bespeak it fair : 
So tears that female bosoms oirerflow. 
Attest that er'ry kindly virtue dwelleth there. 



TO lANTHE. 

You say, when Love affects the brain 
And in the bosom wildly glows. 

The language of the eye is plain. 

The Peek's carnation comes and goes. 

Though sometimes thus, not always so 
It spreads the flush, and lights the eyes, 

For lore, matured by time, will shew 
No token of a boy's surprise. 

It 8ink»— 'it settles in the heart, 
Am] mingles with tlie spirits there ; 

'Till of the soul it forms a part. 
That does not waste itself in air. 



280 £L£6Y. 

'Tb like the gentle star of ere» 

Wboae march it calm, wboae beams are pure ; 
While cheeks that blush, and breasts that beave^ 

Are like a meteor o*er • moor. 

They throw their flaring lights aftr. 

And daunt and sparkle all about. 
But a few short days their lustre mar. 

And the breath of Reason blows them ouk 

Yet wherefore do I talk of love. 

To one so fair but cold as thee ? 
'Us idle as to strive to move 

The earth, or drink the boundless tea. 

It seems that fate has from the skies 
Dispatched thee to the earth below, 

To burn us with thy radiant eyes. 

And freeze us with thy breast of snow. 



ELEGY 
On the Death of JtoyeU TjfLer^ jun. 

Is it reality ? alas too true ; 

His gentle spirit from his lips bath fled r 
He was my AriAid, to bid that friend adieu, 

A long adieu, the cruel Fates* forbade. 

Strange that it is, inflecting month, a day, 
(Such is the fate of mortals here below) 

Shall sec the fairest, freshest^ flowers decay, 
lliat in this mortal garden bud and blow. 



BUEGY. 2ttl 

loraiog opens,—- fortune*! golden rays 
t on, and flush the etrly scenery s 
naisfortune*s gath*ring storms amaie^ 
lamp the prospect of young Infancy. 

sy a day, that usber*d in with stonnsy 
pourM its noon-tide glory on the sight ; 
ny a raorn, with all its early charms, 
been succeeded by the tempest's night. 

re good angels left thieir native Heaven, 
>lest abodes of Paradise they shun ; 
em to float along the breeze of even, 
inge their white robes in the setting sun! 

le dark lines of Fate's relentless page, 
, they saw thy days decypher'd were; 
me thy unbound spirit to assuage, 
;uide thee thro* the fields of ambient air. 

;ht that mom was singularly bright ; 
assy cloud hung on the welkin gate ; 
I pennons put those mists to flight, 
oft upon the pall'd horizon wait. 

;ht that eve the dew-drops thicker fell, 
gather*d heavier on the leafless thorn ; 
I eye-balls wept the parting knell 
nius*s nursling, to misfortune born. 

Mm, with all its bluslies on its cheek, 
Bst to lend his closing eye its light, 
i, that saw a hapless father weep, 
I, was like the morning's splendor bright. 

ivenly messengers, sent from above, 
•around in emulating strife ; 



S8S TO MELANCHOLY. 

They ^rinkle on bis spirit drops of love, 
Dipp'd from tlie blessed rivulet of life. 

Oby DOW the dreadful pang is o*er, 

Hie stamp of bliss upon his soul is given ; 

And mortal pains once felt, he feels no more> 
Tbe smiling Angels point the way to Heaven. 

Tyler, farewell, compassion's eye is wet ; 

All sad thy Alma Mater bends o*er thee, 
And weeps to view her luminary set. 

In tbe broad ocean of Eternity. 

Written at the Age of Sixteen. 



TO MELANCHOLY. 

Thou canker of the youthful rose, 
Destroyer dire of manhood's prime, 

Tbou sickener of the pulse that glows 
With love, in every land or clime. 

Why must I sometimes cower to thee. 
And feel chy frost congeal my veins? 

Why, while my speech but sounds of glee. 
My heart writhes witli a thousand pains ? 

Tbe murky mind, of kin bereft, 

£re childhood's hours have passed away, 
Looks oft for aid ; no soul is left 

To turn its bent to virtue's way. 

To knaves and fools it falls a prey. 
And, in revenge, it bates its kind ; 



TO aOELANCHOLY. 283 

Hflooey when companction gets the swaj, 
But little ▼irtue's left behind. 

'Tit like a vine, without a prop, 

WhoM limbs through weeds aod mildew run ; 
AUhou|^ the branches fode and rot, 

green leaves greet the radiant sun. 



And thus, while wildness curls the lip. 
And quickly twirls the jeering tongue, 

The heart in secret fieels thy nip, 
And by thy poignant pangs is rung. 

Ihen, sorc'ress, pour thy tempests down, 

With £iUest fury, on my brain : 
Pour !^OQ^ quick pang will quell thy frown, 

And break my galling chains in twain. 

Better to moulder in the grave, 
The spirit with the wild winds free. 

Than pale and gloomy, live the slave 
Of laughing Madness and of thee. 

Go, sorc'ress, go and quench the beam 

That biases in lanthe's'* eye : 
Go, sink it like a morning dream, 

Or mists that Teil the summer sky. 

Go ! meet that orb of living light— 
Thy frosty breath to dew will turn ; 

Go^ and, for once, resign thy might, 
And with youth's fitful fever bum. 



m Mu^ U sometimes personified under this namc.i— 
** lantbe*! eye,*' ctf course, u used as a symbolical expression 
fot the power of Music over Melancholy. 



m 



LIVES. 

Written to the Memory of Henry Denison* 

CBy Daniel F^poon.} 

Though tbou ait lowly laid, 

Tbou'rt not forgot ; 
Strangers tby grave have made 

A sacred spot ! 
IVIemory twineth now 
The wreath around thy 1|row 
I That fadeth not. 

Yes, there are hearts that feel 

The holy fire ! 
Hearts, whose bright flames reveal 

Thy fun'ral Pyre! . 
Still in their inmost cora. ^t. . 
Warbles its wild notes o*^ ^ * ■ 



Thy deathless lyre. ^ " '* 



Spring's fairest flow'rs dpatt^Kom 
Around thy Urn— ^ 

Genius shall on thy tomb . ** . 
His incense burn,— 

Caught by its heavenly Hght, 

Fancy shall check her flight, 
To pause and mourn. 






THE SOLDIER*S FUNERAL. 

bark! on the ear, the slow death-note 

sHs high, 

\ tear of regret falls from each manly eye, 

gh mute is the voice of their sorrow x 

mison waving seems each nodding plume 

deep lengthen*d roll of the crape-muffled 

im, 

it the cone of their comrade they follow. 

I not in battle, he fell not in strife, 
tiand of no foeman he gave up his life^ 
Ids comrades contending around him ; 
bed of disease, while he languish*d in pain , 
he craven and brave find resistance in vain, 
and wan the grim conqueror found him. 

though he fell not in battle's commotion, 
prov*d not in contest his patriot devotion, 
he died not encircled with glor^; 
» sculptur*d marble shall proudly rise o'er 

one with her pen shall never restore him 
ife and remembrance in story ;-» 

hs of his comrades shall fan the pure flame 
urns in each breast to his much honor*d 
me, 
pious care nourish*d for ever ; 



1 



S78 AMABYLUS* COMPLAINT. 

Whenever my love appears upon the plains, 
Or to the mountain drives bis snowy 6ockt 
Or viritb bis reed reclines beneath the rock, 
I view him noblest of the gen*rous swains. 
And feel a secret fire within my veins. 

I cull the violets from the riv*let*s brink. 
And yellow cowslips nodding o*er the wave. 
Whose stons the tiny waters love to lave. 
The roses, that the dews of morning drink. 
The gaudy tulip, and the blushing pink. 
Weaving a garland for the youth I lo^e^ 
But alf, alas, his bosom cannot move. 

Straight from my band he takes the flowing wreath* 

And smiles, and calls it Amaryllis' lips ; 
Those lips, that on his own lips burn to breathe^ 
Kisses to take, and kisses to bequeath ;•— > 
At once the youth, so blithe and debonnair. 
Points to the vale, that holds his fleecy care, 

Then o*er the rosy lawn in beauty trips ; 
Forsakes me, as he would a summer ^ow*r, ^ 

He leaves to. flourish on its parent stem, 
To court the breejees of a transient hour. 
And then, to shrink beneath the tempest's lour^ 

And bloom no more within its natal glen.* 
O, whither shall I fly ? my burning soul, 
Subdu'd to bondage, scorns the accurst controul : 
O, whither go, and leave far, far behind 
The chains my teiiderest aflections bind ! 



SONNET TO CECILIA. 

Ou ! I have aeen • lovely nglit to-day ; 
Beauty adom'd in gems of beav'nly birth ; 
Such gems an weeping angels cast away, 
And love and pity, bringing down to eartb, 
Pour into scnrrow's lap. Cecilia weeps. 
Tear* are the Tanquisb'd voice's deputies. 
Whose eloquence from the essaying eyes 
Flows, and the soul in sweet Elysian s toeps . 
As conscious roses, dash*d upon the snow 
Of maiden purity, bespeak it fair : 
So tears that female bosoms overflow, 
Attest that ev'ry kindly virtue dwelleth there. 



TO lANTHE. 

You say, when Love affects the brain 
And in the bosom wildly glows, 

The language of the eye is plain. 

The cheek's carnation comes and goes. 

Thougih sometimes thus, not alwajra so 
It spreads the flush, and lights the eyes, 

For love, matured by time, will shew 
No token of a boy*s surprise. 

It sinks— it settles in the heart. 
And mingles with tlie spirits there ; 

* Till of the soul it forms a part. 
That does not waste itself in air. 



280 ELEGY. 

'Tb like the gentle star of ere» 

Wboae march it calm, wboae beams are pure ; 
While cheeks that blusli, and breasts that beaver 

Are like a meteor o*er • moor* 

They throw their flaring lights aftr. 

And daunt and sparkle all about. 
But a few short days their lustre mar. 

And the breath of Reason blows them out. 

Yet wherefore do I talk of love. 

To one so fair but cold as thee ? 
'Tis idle as to strive to move 

The earth, or drink the boundless tea. 

It seems that fate has from the skies 
Dispatched thee to the earth below, 

To bum us with thy radiant eyes. 

And freeze us with thy breast of snow. 



ELEGY 
On ihe DeeAh of RoyaU Ty^r, jun. 

Is it reality ? alas too tme ; 

His gentle spirit from his lips bath fled i. 
He was my AriOid, to bid that friend adieu, 

A long adieu, the cruel Fates* forbade. 

Strange that it is, i^ fleeting month, a day, 
(Such is the fate of mortals here below) 

Shall sec the fairest, freshest^ flowers decay, 
X7jat in this mortal garden bud and blow. 



BLIGY. 2ttl 

Life's morntog opens,—- fortuDe*i golden rays 
Beam on, and flush the early scenery s 

Or dark misfortune's gath*ring storms amaae^ 
And damp the prospect of young Inlkncy. 

Ah, many a day, that usber'd in with stonosy 
Hath pourM its noon-tide glory on the sight ; 

And many a raorn, with all its early charms, 
Hath been succeeded by the tempest's night. 

Why hsTe good angels Uh their native Heaven, 
The blest abodes of Paradise they shun ; 

They seem to float along the breeze of even. 
And tinge their white robes in the setting sun! 

Midst the dark lines of Fate's relentless page, 
Tyler, they saw thy days decypher'd were; 

They came thy unbound spirit to assuage. 
And guide thee thro* the fields of ambient air. 

Rethought that morn was singularly bright ; 

No massy cloud hung on the welkin gate ; 
Celestial pennons put those mists to flight. 

That oh upon the pall'd horizon wait. 

Methought that eve the dew-drops thicker fell. 
And gather'd heavier on the leafless thorn ; 

Celestial eye-balls wept the parting knell 
Of genius's nursling, to misfortune born. 

That mom, with all its blushes on its cheek. 

The last to lend his closing eye its light. 
That eve, that saw a hapless father weep. 
To lilm, was like the morning's splendor bright. 

The Heavenly messengers, sent from above, 
Horer around in emulating sinfe *, 



S8S TO HELAMCHOLY. 

They sprinkle on bis spirit drops of love, 
Dipp'd from tlie bleaicd rivulet of life. 

Ob, now tbe dreadful pang is o*er. 

Hie stamp of bliss upon bis soul is given 

And mortal pains once felt, be feels no moi 
Tbe smiling Angels point the way to Hea' 

Tyler, farewell, compassion's eye is wet ; 

All sad thy Alma Mater bends o*eF thee, 
And weeps to view her luminary set. 

In tbe broad ocean of Eternity. 

Written at the Age of Six 



TO MELANCHOLY. 

Thou canker of the youthful rose. 
Destroyer dire of manhood*s prime. 

Thou sickener of the pulse that glows 
With love, in every land or clime. 

Why must I sometimes cower to thee, 
And feel thy frost congeal my veins? 

Why, while my speech but sounds of gle^ 
My heart writhes with a thousand pains ? 

The murky mind, of kin bereft, 

£re childhood's hours have passed away, 
Looks oft for aid ; no soul is left 

To turn its bent to virtue's way. 

To knaves and fools it falls a prey, 
And, in revenge, it hates its kind ; 



TO aOELANCHOLY. 283 

Hence, when compunction gets the swaj, 
But little virtue's left behind. 

'Tie like a vine, without a prop. 

Whose limbs through weeds aod mildew run ; 
Although the branches fade and rot. 

Their green leaves greet the radiant sun. 

And thus, while wildness curls the lip. 
And quickly twirls the jeering tongue. 

The heart in secret fieels thy nip, 
And by thy poignant pangs is rung. 

Then, sorc'ress, pour thy tempests down. 

With fellest fury, on my brain : 
Pour !— one quick pang will quell thy frown, 

And break my galling chains in twain. 

Better to moulder in the grave, 

The spirit with the wild winds free. 

Than pale and gloomy, live the slave 
Of laughing Madness and of thee. 

Oo, sorc'ress, go and quench the beam 

That biases in lantbe's'* eye : 
Go, sink it like a morning dream. 

Or mists that veil the summer sky» 

Go ! meet that orb of living light— 
Thy frosty breath to dew will turn ; 

Go^ and, for once, resign thy might. 
And with youth's fitful fever bum. 



m Muric is sometimes personified under this name.— 
** lauitbe*s eye," of course, is used as a symboliGsl expression 
§ot the power of Music oyer Melancholy. 



m 



LIVES. 
IVfilten to the Memory of Henry Deniton* 
CBy Daniel Fq^ooo.3 

Though tbou ait lowly laid, 

Tbou'rt not forgot ; 
Strangers tby grave have made 

A sacred spot ! 
IVIemory twineth now 
The wreath around thy brow 
• Tliat fadeth not. 

Yes, there are hearts that feel 

The holy fire ! 
Hearts, whose bright flames reveal 

Thy fun'ral Pyre! . 
Still in their inmost cora. ^i . . 
Warbles its wild notes ©V: Jl' :::*: 

Thy deathless lyre. -?. 1 */ 

|,._|. .... 

Spring's fairest flow'rs apatr^potn 
Around thy Urn— ^ 

Genius shall on thy tomb . ** 
His incense burn,— * 

Caught by its heavenly light. 

Fancy shall check her flight, 
To pause and mourn. 



"2^ 



THE SOLDIER*S FUNERAL. 

hark ! on the ear, the slow death-note 

»lls high, 

\ tear of regret falls from each manly eye, 

gh mute is the voice of their sorrow x 

mison waving seems each nodding plume 

deep lengthenM roll of the crape-muffled 

im, 

(t the corse of their comrade they follow. 

1 not in battle, he fell not in strife, 
land of no foeman he gave up his life^ 
liis comrades contending around him ; 
bed of disease, while he languish*d in pain , 
he craven and brave find resistance in vain, 
and wan the grim conqueror found him. 

though he fell not in battle's commotion, 
prov*d not in contest his patriot devotion, 
be died not encircled with glcnrj*; 
I sculptur*d marble shall proudly rise o*er 

tne with her pen shall never restore bim 
fe and remembrance in story;— 

hs of bis comradea shall fan the pure flame 
urns in each breast to bis much bonor*d 
me, 
pious care nourish*d for ever ; 



And ibe t«ar IVom the dimm'd eye o 



A FRAOMBMT. 

Trere's not in time so dear an bi 
Tlien'* oot in ipring n sweet ■ ft 
There's not ■ iwiinj breaching gel 
With rifled iveetB of bill and (ale 
Tlwra'a not ■ joy (o mortah gtiei 
Not quite of evtta. but nearer Het 
Uka that when two jroung baaom 
Aad fint eidiange love's sweet ca 
And HBhiig bieathc the balloir'd 
Which Itghta within the muttial B, 
I would not giTe one hour like Ihi 
One raoDWOt of aui^ thrilling IjIh 
For all the gew-gawa of a tfanme, 
Or all that greatnets calls 'its own 



FAREWELL 

The heart, thai once has beat 

With panion'a soft aiceaa, 
Mav cHher f^ ones meet . 

And share the kind caress ; 
Tet can it a'cr forget 

The form it garoer'd there, 
Wbeii kindling glances met 

And blusb'd the Irambljng liair 



re gone wIwd bright 
hh pure delight. 



iiigl] liappisr Joulhs tukire. 



FOB ST. ANUKBWS DAT. 
Ki!—» Haii lo Ike Chirf." 

lay lo alrl Scotia made holy. 



I irav'd high hk red banner in 

en cveiy temperld tteel, 

de Kerr Tocman Ted, 

ind Valour, and Justice wrae i 



S90 TO MIRA. 

Land of the forest, the glen and the fountain, 
Thj bards long shall hallow thy pure classn 
ground. 

Twine then the wrekth of fame. 
To every honour*d name. 
The fire of whose genius was kindled by thee, 
LfOud let our paeans ring 
Whilst with thy bards we sing, 
Scotia, the land of the leam'd and the free. 

liand of our Sires ! now in glory descended. 
To the tomb where our Bruce and our Wallace 
repose; 
Green be the sod which their valour defmided. 
That soil e*er be honour'd where patriot blood 
flows. 

Ne*er may a recreant hand 
Sever the sacred band. 
That still binds us fast' to thy sea-beaten shore ; 
« Widi lion heart and eagle eye,** 
For thee may our hearts beat high. 
Till Freedom, and Scotia, and Time are no more. 



TO MIRA. 



Go, Mira, go !' where happier hours. 

And other joys attend thee; 
Still may thy path be strewed with flow'rs. 

Good angels e*er befriend thee-— 
Yet forget ipe not ! 



TO EUZA. ^1 

Then light hearts fawn and flatter most* 

And bow the knee before thee, 
^nd falsely swear, and idly boast, 

They sigh for and adore thee — 
Then forget me not ! 

ind when thy heart is fixed fore'er, 
May he thou lov*st deserve thee-^ 

Uess'd with thy love, his only care 
To guard, protect, preserve thee— 
O ! Uien forget me ! 

nd in that peaceful, happy state, 
. The care of powers above thee, 
>b ! think not on that wretch's fate. 
Who weeps, but may not love thee — 
Forever then forget me ! 



TO ELIZA. 

E lov*d thee, dear girl, and whilst the blood 
ows 

o* my heart, tbou'shalt ne*er be forgot ; 
beam of that eye what bosom but glows, 
9 that ever has seen thee, lov*d not. 

m shines on all, and all bless the pure flame, 
)' a cloud may his radiance impair, 
when joy from thy eye beam*d on all, who*f 
t blame, 
thoughtlessly hop*d for a share? 



129S SEftENADE. 

There's a creature, they say, of angel-like face. 
That tempts the young hunter astcay, 

That lures, fondly lures, to a fatal embrace^ 
And smiles, but ah ! smiles to betray. 

Think not I upbraid : it was mercy to frown 
That hope, all too daring, to nought ; 

^Twas kind to extinguish the flame, all thy own, 
From the source whence its fenrour was caught. 

And yet shall I loye thee— nay frown if you will 
'Tis thy smiles I have cause to deplore ; 

And tho* once I adored them, but frown en mo stilly 
Andy by heaven I 1*11 love thee the mote. 



SERENADE. 

Wake, dearest, wake ! 

Thy own true lover calls ; 
Wake, loveliest, wake ! 

For cold the night-dew falls. 
But if thou dream'st 

Of him who lives foi thee» 
Sleep, dearest, sleep. 

And waken not for me. 

Throbbing my heart 

Drinks rapture from thy eyes> 
Blest in the beam, 

Love*8 purest transports rise. 
Yet 6ould I watch 

Forever o*er thy rest,-— 
Why should we part, 

Dearest, loveliest^ best ! 



LOVE*S FIEST SIGH. 295 

By yon bright moon 

That chastely beamb above, 
Yon twinkling stars. 

That smile upon our |ove. 
Dearer than hope 

Art thou to this fond heart ; 
Wake, dearest, wake ! 

And no more let us part. 



LOVE'S FIRST SIGH. 

there*8 an hour more sweet, more blest, 

Amid life*s chequer'd scene, 

joy e*cr filled the artless breast. 

Its cares and fears between, 

is when the heart, it knows not why, 

ith rapture fraught, breathes love*8 first sigh. 

)w swiftly sweet the moments fly. 

Mid groves or flow*ry dells, 

hen fondly gazing on that eye, 

Where purest passion dwells, 

id the young bosom throbbing high, 

ith fond alarms breathes lovo*s first sigh. 

id tho* the time is ever fled. 
And past the joys it gave, 
t still shall memory sweetly shed— 
Like moonbeams on the wave- 
beam that yet shall light the eye, 
id cheer with thought of love*s first sigh. 



N2 



I HAVE LOV'D THEE. 

I HAVE lovM thee» O ! lov*d thee too dearly. 
For mine I can c^U tbee O ! never ; * 

J have lov*d thee— O ! loy*d too mactarety. 
For I lov*d but to lose tbee forever. 

Hope smird, fondly smii'd, ah ! smil'd bat to cb 

Then left me to misery ever ; 
O ! the vision I bless'd, as I hugg'd the decei 

And I lov*d, but to lose thee ibrever. 

But, mayst thou be happy with him thou hast bl< 
May peace from thy bosom ne'er sever : 

But, O ! heave a ngli for him^when at rest* 
Who lov*d but to lose thee forever. 

And when o*er his tomb the rank weed shall wa 
For flowers shall bloc»n on it nevep-i* 

Oh ! drop a blest tear as you point out his grai 
Who lov*d but to lose thee forever. 
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Hark ! that sigh—that anguish*d groan^ 
A spirit lofty there has flown ; 

There patriot honour lies ; 
A 11 motionless that manly form. 
That fiercely bcav*d the battle's storm. 

And fix*d those lightning eyes. 

O ! who shall mourn the warrior slain, 
When death has burst the bonds in twain, 
Of friends and kindred dear ; 



Far in a (oragn land's cold grave. 

Oh I who shall maurn Ihc Fallen Brave, 

Or drop aiTeclian'B tear? 
Bmite youth ! thj solitary bier, 
Though far in deteila dark and drear 

By foreign ToDtsleps trod, 
Tli; country's giateful bond shall dress 
In flowers that scent the wildemeas, 

And bloom upon thy sod. 
And loeio'ry, smiling sweel, shall tell 
Whore patriotism, virtue fell, 
At peerless honour's call ; 
And Fame shall echo oft the tale. 
And rising generations hail 
The glories oT thy fall. 



Can (be bosom find peace, 

Whose breathings are spum'd? 
Can his unguiah e'er cease, 

Who has loied unretura'd? 
Light beans may be joyous, 

Cold hearts nuy bound ever. 
But Ibe lieart that lov'd truly. 

Is blighted forever. 
Oh '. Ihe breeze of Ihu morn, 

Breathea the sweets oT.Ihe tale, 
But its sweets are all rifled, 

When sweeps the rude gate — 
And the rose-bud tliat blusb'd 

WUh its loveliest glow, 
As zephyrus kiss'd it. 

Lies scentless and low. 
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The purp]e-crown*d morning. 

Is lovely to see- 
But lovelier far 

Is woman's dark e*e. 
Clouds may ]ow*r and pa^— - 

Skies beam as before, 
But the heart that's o*ersbadow*d 

Can never beam more. 

O ! woman ! too lovely, 

Too heav*nly, wer*t thou, 
If thy heart were as pure 

As the snow of thy brow : 
And man undeserving 

A boon so divine. 
Would, forgetful of heaven, 

Kneel but at thy shrine. 

But the being beav*n form*d 

To bless life's dull hours, 
And to dress its bleak path 

With its sweetest of flowers, 
Was ordain*d to allure-— 

Ah ! too oft to betray—- 
And inspire with a passion, 

That ne'er can decay. 

And peace can ne'er visit 

The heart that is spurn'd— - 
There's no hope for the anguish 

Of love unreturn'd. 
Light hearts may be joyous. 

Cold hearts feel not ever. 
But the heart that lov'd truly. 

Is blighted forever. 



^igttXlaw0U0< 



THE KING OF THE BAY. 
A Ballad, faithfully translated from the Nanaganiett dialect. 

Not far from ^pponaug lived Molly the Fair, 

A belle in the pride of her glor)^ 
In a fine situation for taking the air, 
Which no one will deny who has ever been there ; 

If he does, 'twill not injure my story. 

Id a gable-roofed house, by the side of the road^ 

She dwelt with a heart void of care ; 
A chimney of stone^ in the old-fashioned mode. 
Crowned the roof oif her low and romantic abode, 
Which was something in want of repair. 

One eve, as fair Molly had set herself down. 

Founding spice in a huge wooden mortar, 
A waggoner stopt, just returning from town, 
His coat was snuffcolour*d,his trowsers were brown, 
And asked for a mug of cold water. 

" O, yes,** says the maiden-i-The stranger remaina 

At the gate, at the side of his waggon, 
(Within which some hay and a rundlet remains, 
A beef *s head by the nose hung above in the chains,) 
To wait for the maid and her flagon. 

The maid soon appear*d with her flagon so bright, 
*Twas pewter, and fill*d with sweet cider ; 

He seized it with haste, and drank with delight ; 

He look'd al the maid (who was six feet in height), 
Lord ha' mercy f how sharply he -eyed her. 

In a twinkling, the form of a monster he took, 
Tlie waggon had vanished from view— 
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The maid with -surpriie and astonishment shook. 
And gaye o*er her shoulder a terrified look. 
Her eyes not a little askew. 

His hair, of black seaweed, is wound like a wreath. 

His nose like a lobster appears, 
A beard of thick eel-grass is banging beneath. 
While two rows of huge barnacles serve him for 
teeth. 

And two overgrown clam-shells for ears. 

** Who are you?** Fair Molly with eagernen said. 

" No being of earth, pretty maiden—- 
I*m a god of the sea, you perceive by my head ; 
The shwrks and the blue-fish behold me with dread. 

And J rule the Tautaug and Menhaden. 

" The King of the Bay Narragansett I*ve been. 
Since the stars and the planets have kept tune ; 
My crown**—- this was said with a complaisant grin. 
Which showed the enormous extent of his chin, 
" I received from.my great uncle Neptune. 

<< But Molly, I*m tired of a bachelor's life. 
For a change I*ve been some time preparing ; 

And though marriage, I hear, has its troubles and 
strife, 

/ <U length have concluded to make you my w^e^^ 
Why, Lord, how tlie woman is staring ! 

« All my subjects will gaze, and behold us with 
pride. 
As we range through our kingdom together ; 
While the world shall remain you shall live as mj 

bride. 
You shall rule all the shell-fish and eels, and shall 
ride 
On a shovel-nosed shark in bad weather !" 



tn he whisked bcr, t 

To a rock in Xorlk ITingiton be brou^it b«r ; 
ind the mart oftharfeet, aa ihe oU women aj— 
'mpresseil in tie rati, nuiy be seen ■( thli d«y,* 

Wbere he jumped irilh ber into tlie witer. 
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Mv life is like the auiiinier rou. 
That opcm to the morning sky. 
But ere tbe ^aila of ciening cloic, 
Is acatlered on the ground lo die ) 
Yet on tliBt rose') humble bed 
The iweeteat dews of night are ihed, 
Ab if she weptiuch waste to see, 
Bui none iball weep a tear for me. 
Mj life is like the autuniD ieaf, 
That irembles in (he moon's pale raj. 
Its hold is frail, iU d<te is brief. 
Restless, and soon lo pass away ; 
Yet ere that leaf aball fait and fade, 
Tbe parent tree shall mourn its shade. 
The winds beicail tbe leafless tree. 
But none sbsU brealbe a sigh for me. 
M; life is like the prints, which feel 
Hare left on Tempe's desert strand, 
Soon as tbo rising tide shall beat. 
All trace will vanish from the sand ; 



300 AMswza. 

Yet, as if grieving to efface. 

All vistage of the human race, 

On that lone shore loud mourns the sea, 

But noae, alas ! shall mourn for me. 

ANSWER. 
[By a Lady of Baltimore.] 

The dews of night may fall from Heaven 
Upon the wither*d rose's bed, 
And tears of fond regret be given, 
To mourn the virtues of the dead : 
Yet morning's sun the dews will dry. 
And tears will fade from sorrow's eye. 
Affection's pangs be luIPd to sleep, 
And even love forget to weep. 

The tree may mourn its fallen leaf. 
And autumn winds bewail its bloora, 
And friends may heave the sigh of grief 
O'er those who sleep within the tomb ; 
Yet soon will spring renew the flowers. 
And time will bring more smiling hours. 
In friendship's heart all grief will die, 
And even love forget to sigh. 

The sea may on the desert shore 
Lament each trace it tears awi^. 
The lonely heart its grief may pour 
O'er cherish 'd friendship's fast decay ; 
Yet when all trace is lost and gone. 
The waves dance bright and gaily on—- > 
Thus, soon affection's bonds are torn, 
And even love forgets to mourn. 
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